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To tka lovely BRITISH laſs, 
| Frae Ladies Charlotte, Anne, and Jean, 
Down to ilk bonny ſinging Beſs, 

If ha. dances barefost en the green. 


if r * 


DEAR LAss Es, 


OUR moſt humble ſlave, 

Wha ne*er to ſerve you ſhall decline, 
| Kneeling, way your acceptance crave, 
When he Proſente this ſma' propine. 


Then take it kindly to your care, 
Revive us with your tunefu' notes:. 
| Its beauties will look ſweet and fair, 
_ Aiifing larly through your throats, 


k The wanton wee thing will rejoice, 
When tented by a ſparkling eye, 
The ſpinet tinkling with her voice, 
It lying on her lovely knee. 
| a 2 


iv DEDICATION. 


While kettles dringe on ingles dour, 
Or claſhes ſtay the lazy laſs ; | 
Their fangs may ward you frae the ſour, 
And gaily vacant minutes pass. 1 


L225 eg hd 406 6 Lee 


E'en while tea's fill'd reeking round, 
Rather than plot a tender tongue, 

Treat a' the circling lugs wi? ſound, 

* 1 ſafely ſip when ye have ſung. 


May happint6 had up your hearts, : 
And warm you larg with loving fires : | 
May pow'rs propitious play their parts, 
In matching you to your deſires. ö 
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PRE FACE 


- LTHOUGHitbe acknowledged that 
our Scots tuges have not lengthen- 
ed variety. of muſie, yet they have an 
: agreeable gaiety and natural ſweetneſs, 
that make them acceptable wherever 
they are known, not only among our- 
ſelves, but in other countries. They 
are, for the moſt part, ſo chearful, that 
on hearing them well play'd or ſung, 
we find a dificulty to keep ourfelves 
from daneing. What further adds to 
the eſſeem we have for them, is their 
antiquity, and their being univerſally 
known. Mankind's love for novelty 
would appear to contradict! tis; but 
* will not, when we confider, that for one 
that eun told rably entertain with vocal 
or inftrumental muſic, there are fifty 
that content themielves with hearing 
and ſinging without the trouble of be- 
ing taught. Now, ſuch aré not judges 
of the fine flouriſhes of ne mulic im · 
ported from italy and clfewhere, yet 
will liſten with pleature to tunes that 
they know, and can join with in the 
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PREFACE. 


chorus. Say that our way is only an ela 
harmonidus ſpeaking of merry, witty, the 
or ſoft thoughts, after the poet has 
dreſſed them in four or five ſtanzas; 
yet undoubtedly theſe muſt reliſh beſt an 
with people who have not beſtowed : by 
much of their time in acquiring a tafte | lai 
for that downright perfect muſic, which of 
requires none, or very little of the | fri 
OUT S il — | | A 
My e well aſſured, _ acccep- Y N 
table new words to known tunes would R 
prove, engaged me to tlie making H 
verſes for above fixty of them, in this A 
and the ſecond volume: above thirty C 
more were done by ſome ingenious | 
young gentlemen, who were ſo well B 
pleaſed with my undertaking, that they 
generouſly lent me their aſſiſtance; and Þ 
to them the lovers of ſenſe and muſic | 
are obliged for ſome of the belt longs | 
in the collection. The reſt are ſuch old 
verles as have been done time out of P 
mind, and only wanted to be cleared f t. 
from the droſs of blundering tranſcr- f 
bers and printers; ſuch as, The Gaber- rt 
lunzieman, Muirland Willy, &c. that 2 
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an claim their place in our collection for 
y, their. merry images of the low character. 
las 
s Tus ſixteenth edition, in a few years, 
eſt and the general demand for the book 
ed by perſons of all ranks, wherever our 
te | language | is underſtood, is a ſure evidence 
ch of its being acceptable. My worthy 
ne friend Dr. Bannerman tells me from 
| America, Dr 
p- b Not only do your lays o'er Britain flow, 
Id Round all the globe your happy ſonnets go; 
18 Here thy ſoft vei ſe, made to a Scotiſh air, 
his Are often ſung by our Virginian fair; 
ty Camilla's warbling notes are n no 
us more, 
ell 
ey _ moor; 
1d | Hydaſpes and Rinaldo both give way 
ic } To MaryScot, T weedfide and Mary Gray. 


n 


d * . FROM this and the following volumes, 
of | d. 1Thompſon (who is allowed by all 
2d to be a 3 teacher and ſinger of Scots 
7 4 ſongs) culled his Orpheus Caledonius, 
the muſic for hoth the voice and flute, 
[ and the words of the ſongs finely en- 

| graven in a folio book, for the uſe of 


* 


But yields to Laſt time I came o'er the 7 


W PREFACE. 


and do himfelt that juſtice which the pub- 


mine, the muſic abracted. 
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ö ſun Hnnes on the free-born chearful 
+ mn {teal yourſelves into the ladies bo- 
ins Happy volumes! you are to live too 
025 as the ſong of Homer in Greek and 
an Engliſh, and mix your aſlies only with 
ie odes of Horace. Wereit but my fate, 
1 when old and ruffled, like you to be again 


| | - ed, what a curious figure would ! 


5 1 ol. the utmoſt limits of time, after 
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perſons of the higheſt quality 1 in Britain, ; 
and dedicated to the Queen, This, by 
the bye, I thought proper to intimate, 


lifher neglected; ſince he ought to have J 
- acquainted his illuſtrious lift of ſubſcri- 
bers, that the moſt of the ſongs were 


= Is my comp»ſitions and collections, ! 
= hve kept out all ſmut and ribaldry, that 
te modeſt voice and ear of the fair ſin- 
ger might meet with no affront: the chief 
bent ot all my ſtudies being to gain their 
IE. 200d graces; and it mall always be my 
LEE care to ward off thoſe frowns that would 
— * F 3 mortal to my muſe. f 


No ow, little books. go y our ways; be aſſur⸗ i 
ed of favourable reception, wherever 
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thouſand editions? Happy volumes ! 
you are ſecure ; but ] muſt yield, pleaſe 
the ladies, and take care of my fame. 


it 


ve Io hs of this, fearleſs of coming age, 

T Pl ſmile throlife; and when for rhyme renown'd, 
=_ calmly quit the farce and giddy ſtage, 
oF * And ſleep beneath a flow ry turf full ſound, 


mY N. D E * 


10 Volume 1 & —_ 


B eginning with the firſt line of every Song. 


H, Chloe, thou treaſure, thou joy, 

A lovely laſs to a friar came 
Ah, Chloris, cou'd I now but fit 

As from a rock paſt all relief 

- Auld Rob Morris that wins in yon glen 
As Sylvia in a foreſt lay 

And I'll o'er the —_— Maggy 

At Polwart on the 

As walking forth to view the plain 


= Ah! why thoſe tears in Nelly's eyes 


Ah! the ſhepherd's mournſul fate. 


Ass I went forth to view the ſpring 


Adieu for a while my native green plains 
An I'll away to bonny Tweedſide 

As carly I walk'd on the firſt of ſweet May 
Altho? I be but a country»laſs 

As I ſat at my ſpinning wheel 

Adieu the pleaſing ſports and plays 

A ſouthland Jenny that was right _— 


= As I come in by Teviot ide 


A cock laird fu? eadgie 


4 At ſetting day and rising morn 
3 


- By a murmuring 9 a fair ſhepherdeſs lay 
Blate ſohny faintly tald ſair Jean his mind 
Bright Cynthia's power divinely great 


3 By ſmooth winding Tay a ſwain was reclining 


Beneath a beech's grateful ſhade 

By the delicious warmneſs of thy mouth 
Beneath a green ſhade I found a fair maid 
ad s beautics ſhine ſac Fight 


'Bleſs'c 
Weaut) 
alow 
Buſk 3 
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Buſk | 
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Cecleſt 
34| Come 
8 Confe 


1 Com 


17 
24 
354 
66 
71 

73k 
76 

97 


IND E X. 5 xi 


Bleſs'd as th' immortal gods is he | 109 
Beauty ſrom fancy takes its arms 3 4147 
Balow, my boy, ly ſtill and ſlce pn 120 


Buſk ye, buſk ye, my bonny bride. 133 
iy th Jocky young and gay 151 
Buſk ye, buſk ye, 0 bonny bonny bride an 
| & ; 
; ICome, let's hae mair wine in | 25 
Celeſtial muſes, tune your lyres — 29 
Come fill me a bumper, my jolly brave boys 48 
3 Conteſs thy love, fair bluſhing maid 118 
pl Come Florinda, lovely charmer, 73 GR 
| tos iere's to the nymph that I love 158 
g Cauld be the rebel's caſt 202 
0 ; D | 
4 Dumbarton's drums beat bonny—O 43 
5 Dear Roger, if your Jerny geck 200 
6 Duty and part of reaſon , 
9 Vy let us a' to the bridal 82 
8 Farewell to Lochaber, and farewell, my Jean 110 
2 For the ſake of ſomebody | 182 
6 Fair, ſweet, and young, receive a 1 185 
4 Gin ye meet a bonny lafſie e 
4 655 eme a laſs with.a lump of land 114 
H 
20 " Ha ſweetly ſmells the mmer green | L 
6 Heer me, ve n) mphs, and every ſwain 2 
51 7 Hearken, and | will tell you how: 7 
Ho blytb ilk morn was I to ſee TW 
He ppy's the love you meets returam QF 
1 Have 401 any pot or pans 96 
4 Honeſt man, John Ochiltree ': 44 © 1=28 
5 How happ is the rural clown "2x: 186 
« & How ſhall I be ſad when a huſband I hae 203 
« & Hid tron . now by the dawn 204 
1 N Wo 
: Is-Hamilla then my own. «14 tis" 
7 In yain, fond youth, thy tearn eine 0 er 20% 36 


No wat ye wha J met yeſtr-en 


"Ba INDEX. 


In April when primroſes paint the ſweet plain 42) 


1 will awa? wi' my love To 63 1 
Jocky ſaid to jenny 70 0 
In winter whea the rain rain'd cauld 105 08 
It was the charming monta of May | 119 O| 
If love's a ſweet patlion, why docs it torment 124 0f 
In January laſt 128 O 


I toſs and tumble thro? the night 
I have a green purſe and a wi” pickle gowd 
Jock) mer with Jenny fair | 
Jocky fou, Jenny fain 
I was ancs a weil-tocher'd laſs 
I yield, dear lathe, yoo have won 
* 


Let's be jobial, fill our claſſes 
Look whers my dear Hamilla ſmiles 
Leave kindred and friends ſweet Betty 
Laſſie, lend me your braw hemp heckle 
Love's goddeſs in a myrtle grove 
Love never more ſhall give me pain 
Late in an evening forth I went 
Let meaner beauties uſe their art 

My Jocky blyth for what thou haſt done 
My mither's ay glowran o'er me 
My ſweeteſt May, let love incline thee 
My dear and only love, I pray 
March, march 
My Patie | is a lover gay 
My Jeany and I have toil'd 
My ſoger laddie 


My Peggy is a young thing 
N 
Nancy's to the green wood gane 


Nov the ſun's gane out o' fight 
Now Phœbus advances on high 

Now ſpring begins her ſmiling round 

Now all the virgins ſweets are mine 

Boe from N pad love 


IN D E X. xiii 
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63 O lovely maid! how dear's thy power 14 
70 O gell, thy looks have kill'd my heart 31 
105 O Sandy, why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn 44 
119 O Befly Bell and Mary Gray 53 
124 Ot race divine thou needs muſt be 68 
123 O Mary, thy graces and glances 8g 
149 O ſtecr her up, and had her gawn 95 
68 O mither dear, I gin to fear 126 
76 Ol all the birds whoſe tuneſul throats 127 
78 One day I heard Mary ſay 129 
92 O come away, come away 2 729 152 
o O had away, had away ib. 

O wha's that at my chamber deor I54 

6 Over the mountains 163 

18 O waly, waly, up the bank 170 

28 O virgin kind ! we canna tell | 191 
34 O Jeany, Jcany, where haſt thou been 193 

43 O dear Peggy, love's beguiling 20 

* Pain'd with her {lighting Jamie's love 51 


10 Peggy, now the king's _ 203 
5g Return hameward my heart if 91 
52 Rob's Jock came to woo our Jenny 166 
ke t Subjected to the power of love 29 
TY Should auld acquaintance be forgot 49 
4 Sweet Sir, for your ecourteſie 56 
.G | Swiſt Sandy, young, and gay 107 
6 Somnclente 130 
9 Since all thy vows, falſe maid 134 
Sandy in Edinburgh was born | 145 
2 Saw ye Jenny Nettles | 178 
x Sound, ſound the muſic, ſound it „ 
Speak on. ſpeak thus, and ſtill my grief 207 
p 2 Stately ſtept he eaſt the _ | 213 
0 E The? beauty, like the roſe 3 


; Teach me Chloe, how q prove f 16 


wiv. INDEX. 


'Tis I have ſeven braw new gowns 
The meal was dear ſhort ſyne 
Tell me Hamilla, tell me why 
Tell me, tell me, charming creature 
Twas ſummer, and the day was fair 
The laſt time I came o%cr the moor 
The laſs of Paty's mill! 
Tho? for ſeven years and oy honour, Kc. 
Fibby has a ſtore of charms p , 
The pawky auld carl eame ober the Jon i i! WBY 
The lawland lads think they are fine 8 
The collier has a daughter 
This is not mine ain houſe N 
The maltman comes on Mond 
There was a wife won'd in a glen 6 
The ſhepherd Adonis en 
The carl he came o'er the eroſtt 
The night her ſilent fable wore 
2T'was at the fearful midnight hour 
The ſun was ſunk beneath the hill I 
The morn was :fair, ſaft was the ar 142 
The widow can bake, and the widow can brew 149 


The lawland maids gang trig and ad 1508 
*Tis not your beauty, nor your wit 195 
The yellow. hair'd laddie ſat down on yon brac 184 
Thus let us ſtudy night and * 185% 
The dorty will repent. | 55 201 | 
The laird who in riches and. 3 4093 
The bonny grey cy'd rr —_— to peep —9 

VU 
Upon a fair morning for ſoft recreation 1264} 1 
W inen hy 
What tics does F lora diſcloſe. | as 
When we meer again, Phely ETA oy 
When flow'ry meadows deck the year 11 

Why hangs that cloud upon 0 *. » eee 
While fops in (aft Italian verſe - | 232 
When we came to London town 315 


When innocent pailime our pleaſure did crown* 32 
While ſome for n. their health 43 


21 


1 x 


16 When trees did bud, and fields were green 45 
30 hat means this niceneſs now of late 57 
With broken words, and downcaſt eyes 77 
30 Where wad bonny Anale he 89 
37, V ill ye go to the ewe-bughts, Marion 81 
23 What numbers ſhall the muſe repeat 86 
"When I think on my lad 93 
2 2 1 When abſent from the nymph I love 116 
78 With tuneſul pipe and hearty glee 141 
When ſummer comes, the ſwains on Tweed 144 
. 350 Willy, ne'er enquire what end ö 148 
13 4 When l've a ſax-pence under my thumb 154 
9” {When beauty blazes heavenly bright 163 
2 While our flocks are a- feeding 161 
114 When Phoebus bright the azure ſkies I79 
11% Willy was a wanton wag - | 188 
M7 When firſt my dear laddie gade to era 203 
35 Were I aſſur'd vou conſtant prove  abg © 
31 Well, I agree, you re ſure e 206 5 
42 When hope was quite Fm in deſpair 208 
125 Ve powers! was Damon then ſo bleſs'd 10 
4 Ve gods! was Strephon's picture bleſs'd 7x7 5 
y ve gales that gently wave the ſea 18 
8e Ye watchful guardians of the fair 41 
5 Ve ſhepherds and nymphs that adorn, &c. 47 
— Voung Philander woo'd me lang 190 
| Ve blytheſt lads and lafles gay 194 
6 b 2 
4 
0 
11 
12 , 
22 
319 
32 


ce 


1 4 N * * 


To Volume uf. & IV. 


Beginning Ay the ficft line of every Song. 


A nymph af the — a 
All in the Downs the fleet was moor'd. 6 
3 Ah! bright Belinda, hither fly 10 

3 Alexis ſhunn'd his fellow ſwains- 23: 
A guire of bright beautics _ | 50 
$4 As charming. Clara walk'd alone 51 

> Amongſt the willows on the graſs "08 
A trifling ſong ye ſhall hear | 60- 

As the ſnow in vallics lying ” +" 
4 { Awake thou faireſt thing 1 in nature: 84 
Away, you rover 87 
A ſour reformation - 94 
As muſing I rang'd in a meadow alone 105 

All you that would refine your blood 119 


As down in the meadows I chanced to paſs 133. 
A cobler there was, and he liv'd in a fall. 134 


As l am a friend: 150 
Ah! woes me, poor - Willy cry'd: "B&G; : 
As tippling John was jogging on | 168 
As afternoon, one ſummer's day 175 
Alexis, how artleſs a lover 176 
A maid is like the golden ore "7 "x6, 
A fox may ſtcal your hens Sir 197 
As Dolly Les willing of the cows: 209 
A woman's ware, like China 215 


Aſſiſt your vo, iriendly Nine- 
b 3, 


xvi INDEX. 


3 
Be wary my Celia, when Celadon ſues. 
Bleſs'd as th' immortal gods is he. 
Bacchu is. a power divine. 
Belinda with affected mein 
By the ſide of a great kitchen fire 
Bacchus muſt now his power reſign 
Blyth, blyth, blyth was ſhe. 
By Maſon's art th' aſpiring dome 
Believe my ſighs, my _ my dear 


Celia, let not pride undo you. 
Cupid, god of pleaſing anguiſh. 
Celia, too late you wou'd repent 
Cupid, eaſe a love: ſick maid 


Come neighbours, now we've made our hay 


Come, carles a' of fambler” 8 he: 

Come let us prepare 

Cuſtom. prevailing ſo long mongſt the great 

Cynthia frowns whene'cr I woo her 

Come love, let's walk by yonder ſpring 
Care, away bac thou from me 

Come lads, ne'er plague your heads 

Can love be controul'd by advice 

Celia now my heart hath cet 


Deſpairing beſide a clear * 

Do not aſk me, charming Phillis. 

Diogenes ſurly and proud- 

Damon if you will believe me 

Did ever; ſwain a nymph adore | 

| Daphis ſtood penſi ve in the ſhade: .- 

Dear © hloe, while thus beyond meaſure 

Dear Colin, prevent my warm. J a 
FE 


Fair Iris and her \wain 
Fie | Liza, ſcorn the little arts 


Farewell my bonny witty, bar Mag fa 0 27 
of love 


From roſy bowers, where ſleeps the 
From grave leſſons and reſtraint 


32 
ay 


IX DEX 


Fair Amoret i is gone aſtray 
rom White's and Will's 
Flutt'ring ſpread thy purple pinions 
71 Falſe tho? ſhe be to me and love 

86 G 
197 Go, go, go, go, falſeſt of thy ſex, baer 
I IO Gently touch the warbling lyre 
202) Gently ſtir and blow the fire 
Good Madam, when ladies arc willing 


11 


> 


Here are people and Warte 
48 How happy are we 

78 

06 He that will not merry merry be 

It Hark, how the trumpets ſound to battle 

37 He who ſor ever 

41 How happy a ſtate does the miller poſleſs 


65% How bleſs'd are beggar laſſes 

73 Having ſpent all my time 

1 35 How pleaſant a ſailor's life paſſes 
80 


Happy the world in that blefl'd age 

Hark! away, 'tis the acres ton'd horn 
How happy are we' /  * | 

5 Hey | my OS a kitten 

I 


18/7 ll range at ſhady bowers 

34 In this grove my. Strephon walk'd 

66 Jolly mortals, fill your glaſſes 

84 I'll fail upon the dog ſtar 

06 f If ſhe be not kind as fair 

50 In ſpite of love, at length I've found” 
62 It was in and about the Martinmas time 
79 Ethank thee my friend 

* I have been in love, and in debt and 4 in drink 

83 Fonce was a poet at London 
10 II Heaven its bleſſing to augment 
27 In yonder town there wons a May 
32 ['I ſing you a ditty and warrant it true 
61 


I had a heart, that now does heartleſs gae 


45 
37 


Here's a health to the king and a laſting peace 69 


— 


— — — 


3 INDEX. 


In ancient times in Britain's iſle 
If thillis denies me relief 

If love the virgin's heart invade 
If you at an office ſolicit your due 
J hate the coward tribes 

In pimps and politicians 

I am a poor maiden _— 


Kindly, kindly, thus my treaſure 
| L | 


Laſt Sunday at St James's _ 

Love thou art the beſt of human joys 
Let ſoldiers fight ſor prey or praiſe 

Leave off your fooliſh prating 

Leander on the bay 

Little ſyren of the ſtage 

Let's drink, my friends, while here we Shes 
Let us drink and be merry, &c. 

Let matters of ſlate 1 


My days have been ſo wond'rous free. 
Maiden freſh as a roſe | 
My ſriend and I 


My Chloe, why do you fight me 


My dear miſtreſs has a heart 
May the ambitious ever find 5 
My goddeſs Lydia, hcavenly ſair 
My deareſt maid, ſince you deſire 
an may eſcape from rope and gun 
My love was fickle once oy ghanging: f 


Or all the girls that are ſo ſmart 

Ob! love if a god thou wilt be 

On a bank beſide a willy 

Oh! lead me to ſome peaceful gloom 

8 lead me to ſome peaceful room 
f all comforts I miſcarri dd 
Oh! the charming month of May | 

One FOND as I x: of 


; 
5 
* 


| INDEX. 


188 e long Whitſan holiday 
194 One April morn, when from the ſea 
195% © ſurpriſing lovely fair 
200 Bn a bank of flowers 
213% Dh! happy, happy grove 
216 Un Ettrick banks, in a ſummer's night 
2248 ) my heart! my heavy heavy heart 
) grant me, kind Bacchus 
Of Leiſter, fam'd for maidens fair 
939 Ye Sunday after maſs 
Ot all the torment, all the care 
174 Df all the girls in our town 
Pur Polly is a ſad ſlut: nor heeds, &c. . 
280 Durſelves, like the great, to ſecure a retreat 


93% In Whitſunday morning 
21 J)f all the tracks. from eaſt to welt. 
P 1415 | 


03 f 4 ious Selinda * to prayers 


Pray now, John, let jug prevail 
Pretty parrot, ſay, when I was away 
5 . hillis the faireſt! of love's ſoes 


16 Prithee, Suſan, what doſt muſe on 
18 'F rithee, Billy, ben't fo ally: | | 
Proud woman I icorn you 
234 Phillis, deſpiſe not your faithful "SITY 
6⁰ "ure as the new ellen . en 
F | Remember, Damon, you did tell - 
8 


7 Send home my Jobg Aray'd: * to me 
dycet are the charms of her I love 
Stella and Flavia every hour 

Bee, ſce, ſhe wakes, Sabina whhes - 

2 Dee, ſee, my Seraphina comes , 

33 Wince times are ſo bad, I muſt tell. thee, B 
34 8 Dee, Sirs, ſee here ! a doctor rare 
#3 Selinda ſure's the brighteſt thing 

7 Some ſay, women are like the ſea f 

2 Since we dic by the help of good wine 


12 


120 


d Chiron thus preach'd to on PS. e 20 


155 


xx IN D EX. 
Shall I, waſting in deſpair 


Sq much | love thee, O my treaſure! 102 1 br 
Sipging charms the bleſs'd above ib. P 

= ye the nymph whom I adore ' 122 Virg 

ince drinking has power to bring us relief _ 124 / virg 
Sweet Nelly, my heart's delight | | 1471 5 
Since laws were. made for ev? ry 375 201 $ W hi 
der up all the delights 1 200 Wi 
T op years, like Troy, my abborn heaxt | 4 Wo 

'Fyas when the ſcas were roaring cen 
The ordnance aboard 28 Wh 
T ho? cruel you ſeem ta my pain 80 32 wh 
Tranſ woe 1 with pleaſure 50 wo 
The ſoges-of old AY Wh 
The ſmiling morn, the r 97 Wt 
There came a ghoſt to Marg'retis door 103 
ITwas at the ſhining mid-day hour 112 W. 
There was ancs a May; and ſhe 2 51 men 115 W. 
The graces and the wand ring oe „ 14 W 


Tarry woo, tarry. woo- 


be play of love is naw: begun * 165 
Fanny fair could I mpart - 167 | 
be nymph that undoes me is lair Ind: unkind. 170 


The ſun was funk heneath the hill 


hirſis, a young and amorous el 

there gowans are gay, my joxßx 1284 

*hro? all the employments of life | 194 
Ti is woman that ſeduces all mankind = 1965 
= miſer thus: ſhilling ſces 198 

he gameſters and lawyers are jogglers alike ib. 
The firſt time at the looking glass _ 


Thus gameſters united in friendihip are wund 200 

he modes of the court ſo common are grown ib. 
The gypfies came to our — brd's = 206 
The world is always jarring :'' | 213 
Tis wine that elears the Lierdsang 214 
There were three * our town © 215 


_ The terrible law, when it faſten iis par 165 


W 


Ae ſweet roſy mora peeps: over the _ 172 — 


INE. xxili 


82 The manners of the 1 affe& 216 
0 [Upbraid me not, N fair. | 222 
4 
7 if Virgins are like the fair flower in its luſtre 196 
99 NVirgins, if c'cr at laſt it prove 210 
W * 
ol © Whilſt I fondly view my charmer 99 
Whilſt I gaze on Chloe: trembling | 4 
” Would you have a young virgin of fifteen years 13 
20 We'll drink, and we'll never have done, Voy's 29 
28 Mdile the lover is thmking 30 
32 Where oxcn do loc . 40 
o When eie n 
ot { Wou'd you choote'n wife 25 * £0008 
7 Why ſhould a fooliſh marriage vor, 73 
3 When .ovely, Phillis, thou art kind | 
2 & Why we love, and why we hate 80 
5 When bright Aurelia tript the plain 86 
x 8 While ſilently I lov'd, nor dar'd 90 
We all to conquering beauty bow 92 
| Willy's rare, and Willy's fair 100 
3 When betimes on the morn, &c. 109 
> When the bright god of day 114 
W hilft I alone your ſoul polleſs'd 117 
When | was a young lad _ 136 
3 When my locks are grown hoary 139 
, When thy beauty appears 248 
Would fate to me Belinda give 169 
When Delia on the plain appears 174 
- What tho? they call me country-laſs 180 
> © Whoc'er beholds my Helen's face 187 
> Þ Why will Florella, when I gaze 193 
Were I laid on Greenland's coaſt 197 
W- en you cenſure the age . 199 
What gudgeons are we men 202 
| What woman cou'd do 211 
When gay Philander fell a prize 217 


Wih ev'ry grace young Strephon choſe 218 
We have no idle prating 222 


Heer IND E X. 


Y 
Young Corydon and Phillis 
Ve beaux of pleaſure _- 
Yes I could love, if I could find 
You may ceaſe to complain 
Ye virgin powers, defend my heart 
You that love mirth, attend to my ſong 
Yes all the world will ſure agree 
Ye highlands and ye lawlands 
Young Roger came tapping 
Young Roger of the mill 
Young virgins love pleaſure 
You meaner beautics of the night 
Ye nymphs and ſylvan gods 
Youth's the ſeaſon made for joys 
Ve pow'rs that o'er mankind preſide 


33 

5 COLL 6: TE WH 

6 F | 
658 OF 
7% 

67 | - 
non E SONGS. 
139 
150 985 vc 
1782 BONNY CHAIRS TY. 
181 | 
ical OW ſweetly ſmells the ſimmer green! 
[98 4 Sweet taſte the peach and cherry; 

8 Painiing and order pleaſe our cen, 


A 


And claret makes us merry : 
But finett colours, fruits, and flowers, 
And wine tho I be thirity, 


Loſe a' their charms, and weaker powers, 


Compar'd with thoſe of Chirſty. 


When wand'ring o'cr the flow'ry park, 
No nat'ral beauty wanting, 

How lizhtſome is't to hear the lar“, 
And birds in concert chanting ? 


But if my Chriſty tunes her voice; 


I'm rapt in admiration ; | 
My thoughts with ceſtacies rejoice, 
And drap the hail creation. 


Whene'er ſhe ſmiles a kindly glance, 
I take the, happy omen, 

And aſten mint to make advance, 
Hoping ſhe'll prove a wom in: 

But, dubious of my ain deſert, 
My ſentiments I ſmother ; 

With ſecret fighs I vex my he.rt, 
For fear ſhe love another. 
Vole I. A 
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Thus ſang blate Edie by a burn, 
His Chirſty did o' er hear him; 
he doughtna let her lover mourn, 
But ere he wiſt drew near him. 
he ſpake her favour with a look, 
Which leſt nae room to doubt hier; 
He wiſely this white minute took, 
And flang his arms about her. 


My Chirſty ! 
Sic joys ſrac tears ariſing, 
« Pwith this may na be a dream; 
O' love the maiſt ſurpriſing ! 
. Time was too precious now tor tauk ; 
This point of a' his wiſhes 
He_wadna with ſet ſpeeches bauk, 
err it a' on kiſſes. 


Hean me, ye ma and ev'ry ſwain, 
PI tell how Peggy grieves me, 
Tho? thus I langwth, thus complain, 
Alas! ſhe ne'er believes me. 
My vows and ſighs, like ſilent air, 
Unheeded never move her, 
At the bonny buth aboon Traquair 
Twas there I firſt did love her. 


That day (he ſmil'd, and made me glad, 
' No » maid ſeem'd ever kinder; 
I thought myſelf the luckleſt lad, 
So ſweetly there to ſind her. 
* I try'd to fouth my am'rous flame, 
In words that I thought tender; 
If more there paſs'd I'm not to blame, g 
I meant not to offend her. 
Yet now the ſeornful flies the pl'an, 
The fields we e then frequented ; 


witneſs, bonny ſtream ; 


HE BUSI 'A BOON TRAQUAIR, 
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If e'er we meet ſhe ſhows diſdain, 
She looks as ne'er acquainted. 

| The bonny buſh bloom'd fair in May, 
Its ſweets I'll ay remember, 

2 But now her frowns makes it decay, 
It fades as in December, 


Ve rural powers who hear my ſtrains, - 
Why thus ſhould Peggy grieve me! 
[Oh! make her partner in my pains, 
Then let her ſmiles relieve me: 

If not my love will turn deſpair, 
My paſſion no more tender 

I'll leave the buſh aboon Traquair, 

To lonely wilds Pl wander. 


An ODE. 


Tune, Polwart on the green. 

THO? beauty, like the roſe 

That ſmiles on Polwart green 
In various colours ſhows, 

As 'tis by ſancy ſeen : 
Yet all its diff” rent glories ly, 

United in thy face, 

And virtue, like the ſun on high, 

Gives rays to ev'ry grace. 


So charming is her air, 25 
So imooth ſo calm her mind, 
That to ſome angels care 
Each motion ſeems athen'd : 
But yet fo cheerful, ſprightly, gay, 
The joyful moments fly, 
As if tor wings they ſtole the ray 
She darteth from her eye. 
Kind am'rous Cupids while 
With tuneful voice ſhe fingy 
A 2 
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Perfume her breath and ſmile, 
And wave their balmy wings ; 
But as the tender bluſhes riſe, 
Soft innocence doth warm, 
The ſoul in bliſsful ecſtacies 
Diffolveth in the charm. 


TWEED-s IDE. 


War beauties does Flora diſcloſe ? 


How ſweet are her {:niles upon Tweed 
Yet Mary's ſtill ſweeter than thoſe ; 
Both nature and fancy exceed. 
Nor daiſy, nor ſweet bluſhing roſe, 
Not all the gay flow'rs of the field, 


Not Tweed gliding ſweetly through thoſe, | 


Such beauty and plegſure docs yield. 


The warblers are heard in the grove, 
The linnet, the lark, and the thruſh, 

The blackbird and ſweet cooing dove, 
With muſie enchant ev*ry buſh. 


Come, let us go forth to the mead, 


Let us ſee how the primroſes ſpring, 
We'll lodge in ſome village on T weed, 
And love while the feather'd folks ſing, 


How "EA my Iqve paſs the long wy 
Does Mary not tend a few ſheep ? 
Do es 6 never careleſly ſtray, 
ile bappily ſhe lics aſleep ? 


Twced's murmurs ſhould lull her to reſt, 


Kind nature indulging my bliſs, 


To relieve the ſoft pains of my breaſt, 


I'd ſteal an ambroſial kiſs. 


. ?Tis the does the virgins excell, 


No beauty with her may compare ; 


Love's graces all round her do dwell, 


She's faireſt where thouſands are ale. 
Say, charmer, where do thy flocks ſtray ? 
O! ! tell me at noon where they feed: 


Sh. 


Se 
Li 
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| Shall I ſeek them on ſweet winding Tay, 
Or the pleaſanter banks of the "Tweed ? 


Tune, IWo's my heart that we ſhould ſunder. 


Is Hamilla then my own? 

On the dear, the charming treaſure : 
Fortune now in vain ſhall frown; 
And all my future life is pleaſure, 


See how rich with youthful grace, 
Beauty warms her ev'ry feature : 
Smiling heav'n is in her face, 

All is gay, and all is nature. 


See what mingling charms ariſe, 
Roly ſmiles, and kindling bluſhes : 

Love ſits laughing in her eyes, . 
And betrays her ſecret wiſhes. 


Haſte then ſrom the Idalian grove, 
Infant ſmiles, and ſports, and graces; , 
Spread the downy couch for love, | 
And lull us in your ſweet embraces, 


Softcſt raptures, pure from noiſe, 

This fair happy night ſurround us; 
While a thouſand ſprightly joys 

Silent flutter all around us. 
Thus unſour'd with care or ſtrife, 

Heav'n ſtill guard this deareſt blefling ! 
While we tread the path of liſe, 

Loving ſtill and ſtill poſſeſſing. 

| A 


3 
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8 N 6. 
LEr's be jovial, fill our glaſſes, 1 
Madneſs tis for us to think, = XY 
How the world is rul'd by alles, TI 
And the wile are ſway'd by chink. ; 

Fa, la, ra, &c. | | | 5 p 
Then never let vain cares oppreſs us, EL 
Riches are to them a ſnare, , bo 
We're ev'ry one as rich as Crœſus, | 10 

While our bottle drowns our care, E 
Fa, la, ra, &c. | &9 > 


Wine will make us red as roſes, C 
And our ſorrows quite forget ; 4 
Come let us faddle all our noſes, 8 I 

Drink ourſelves quite out of debt. 
Fa, la, ra, &c. N : 
] 


When grim death is looking for us, 
We are toping at our bowels, 
Bacchus joining in the chorus; 

Death be gone, here's none but louls. a 
Fa, la, ra, &c. | 


God-like Bacchus thus commanding, 
Trembling death away thall fly, 
Ever after after underſtandiny, 
Drinking ſouls can never dic, 


Fa, la, ra, &c. 


MurgrlAxn 
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MuirRLanD WILLIS. 


& Hanxrx, and I will tell you how 

* Young Muirland Willie came to woo, 
Though he could neither fay nor do, 

| 'The truth I tell to you. 
But ay he crics, whate'er betide, * 
Maggy l'ſe ha'c to be my bride. 


85 | With a fall dal, Ke, 


On his gray yad as he did ride, 
With durk and piſtol by his ſide, 
| He prick'd her on wi' meikle pride, 
Wi' meikle mirth and glee. 

Out o'er yon moſs, out o'er yon muir. 
Till he came to her dady's door. 
With a fal dal, &c. 


 Goodmay, quoth he, be ye within? 
I'm come your doghter's love to win. 
I care na for making meikle din; 

What anſwer gre ye me? 
Now wooer, quoth he would ye light down, 
Pll gYe ye my deghter's love to win. 
With a fat, dal &c. 


Now, wooer, ſin ye are lighted down, 
Where do ye win or in what town? 
I think my doghter winna gloom 
On lic a lad as ye. 
The wooer he ſtept up the houſe, 
And wow: but he was wond'rous croule. 
With a fal, dul, &c. 


I have three owſen in a plough, 
Twa good ga'en yads, and gear enough 
The place they ca' it Cadeneugh 
I corn to tell a lic. 


| 
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Beſides, I ha'e ſrae the great Jaird, 
A peat-pat, and a lang kail-yard, 
With a fal dal, &c. 


The maid pat on her kirile brown, | 
She was the braweſt in a' the town; 
1 wat on him ſhe did na gloom, 

But blinkit bonnilie. 
The lover he ſtended up in haſte, 
And gript her hard about tlie waiſt. 
With a fat, dal, Re. 


To win your love, maid, I'm come here ; 
I'm young, and ha'e enough o' gear; 
And for myſell you need na ſcar, 
Troth. try me whan ye like. 
He took aff his bonnet, and ſpat out his chow, 
5 dighted his gab, and he pri'd her mou 
Vith a a fal, dat, &c. 


The maiden bluſh'd, and ving'd fu? la” 
She had na will to ſay him nay 
But to her daddy the left it a- 
As they twa cou'd agree. 
The lover he gae her the tither kiſs, | 
Syne ran tb her dady, and tell'd him this, 
With a fal, dal, 


Your doghter wad na ſay me na, 
But to yourſell-the has left it a', 
As we cou'd gree between us twa ; 
Say, what'll ye gre me wr her? 
Now, wocer quo he, I ha'e nae meikle, 
But ſie's 1 hae ye's get a pickle, 
With a fal, dal, &c. 5 


A kilaſu' of corn In gi e to thee, 
Three ſoums of ſheep, two good milk ky, 
| Ye's hae the wadding dinngr frec ; 
Troch I can do na mair. 


OF CHOICE SONGS. 9 

Fontent, quo? he, a bargain be't; [ 
I'm far frae hame, make haſte let's do't, ; 
itb a fal, dal, &c. 5 
3 The bridal - day it came to paſs, ! 
With mony a Hythſome lad and laſs ; jg 
ut ſicken a day there never was, | 
4 


= Sie mirth was never ſeen. 

This winſome couple ſtraked hands, 
EMeſs John ty'd up the marriage bands, 
5 W. With a ful, dal, &c. 
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And our bride's maiders were na few, 
WY tap knots, lug-knots, a in blew, 
Frae tap to tac they were braw-new, 
And blinkit bonnilie. 
Their eyes and mutches were ſac clean 
They glanced in our ladies? cen, 
With a ful dat, &c, 8 


3 


2 


Sic hirdum, dirdum, and fic din, 
Wi' he o'er her, and ſhe o'er him; 
The minſtrels they did never blin 

Wi' meikle mirth and glee. 
And ay they bobit, and ay they beckt, 
And ay their wames tagether met 
With a fal, dal, &c. 
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Tune, Carl an the king come. 


HEN we meet again, Phely, 

When we meet agam, Phely, 
Raptures will reward our pain | | 
And tofs reſult in gain, Phely, 1 


Long the ſport of fortune driven, 
To deſpair our thoughts were giv'n, 
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Our odds will all be ev'n, Phely, nam. 
When we meet again, Phely, &c. Thu 
| o be 


Now in dreary diſtant groves, WV ho \ 
Though we moan like turtle doves, 
Suff” ring belt our virtue pro 
And will enhance our loves, Phe 


When we meet again, Phely, &c. 


z 


Joy will come in a ſurpriſe, . 
Till its happy hour ariſe; WIE 
Temper well your love ſick ſighs, 2 
For hope becomes the wiſe, Phely, 

When we meet again, Phely, 

When we meet again, Phely, 

Raptures will reward our pain, 


And loſs reſult in gain, Phely. 


To DrriA, on her drawing him to her Valentine, 
a Tune, Black ey'd Suſen. 


Vr powers! was. Damon then ſo bleſt, 

To fall to charming Delia's ſhare ; 
Delia, the beauteous maid, poſſeſt 

Of all that's ſoft, and all that's fair 
Here ceaſe thy bounty, O indulgent heav'n! 
J aſk no more, for all my with is giv'n. 


I came, and Delia ſmiling ſhow'd, 

She ſmil'd, and ſhow'd the happy name; 
With riſing joy my heart o'crflow'd, © 
Il felt, and bleſt the new. born flame . A] 
May ſofteſt pleaſures carcleſs round her move, | 
May all her nights be joy and days be love, 


She drew the treaſure from her breaſt, 
That breaſt where love and graces play, 
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name be yond expreſſion bleſt ! 
Thus lodg'd with all that's fair and gay. 
o be fo lodg'd! the thought is ceſtacy, 
Who would uot will in paradiſc to ly? 


The Falrurul SHEPHERD. 


Tune, Auld lang fyne. 


AV urn flow'ry meadows deck the year, 

| And ſporting lambkins play, 

AV hcn ſpangled fields renew'd appear, 
And muſic wak'd the day: 

hen did my Chloe leave her bow'r, 

to hear my am'rous lay; 

Varm'd by my love, the vow'd' no pow'rꝰ 
Shou'd lead her heart aſtray. 


he warbling quires from ev'ry bough 
Surround our couch m throngs, 
[And all their tuneſul arc beſtow, 

To give us change of Songs ; 
Beenes of delight my ſoul poſſeſs'd, 

I bleſs*d then hugg'd my maidʒ 
I robb'd the kiſſes from her bran. 
Sweet as a noon day's ſhade. 


Joy tranſporting never fails 
to fly away as air, 

Another ſwain with her prevails 
to be as falle as fair. 

What can my fatal paſſion cure? 
Pl never woo again; 

All her diſdain I muſt endure, 

Adoring her in vain, 


What pity *tis- to hear the boy . „ 
Thus lighing with Lis pain; 


11 
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But time and ſcorn may give him joy, 
To hear her ſigh again. 
Ah ! fickle Chloe, be advis'd, 
Do not thyſc'f beguile, 
A faithful lover thouid be priz'd, 
Then cure him with a ſmile. 


To Mrs 8. II. on her taking ſomething ill I ſai 
Tune, Hallow cv' n. | 


Wav hangs that eloud upon thy brow ? 
That beauteous heawn ere while ſerene ? 
Whence do theſe ſtorms arid tempeſts flow, 

Or what this guſt of paſſion mean! 
And muſt then mankind loſe that light, 

Which in thine eyes was wont to ſhine, 
And ly oblcure in endleſs night, 

For cach poor lilly ſpeech of mine? 


Dear child. how can 1 wrong thy name, 
Since *tis acknowledg'd at all hands, 
That could ill tongues abuſe thy fame, 
Thy beauty can make large amends ; 
Or if I durſt profanely try 
Thy beauty's pow'rſul charms Vupbraid, 
Thy virtue well might give the lie, 
Nor call thy beauty to its aid. 


For Venus every heart t' enſare, 
With all her charms has deck'd thy 8 80 
And Pallas, with unuſual care, * 
Bids wiſdom heighten every grace, 
Who can the double pain endure ; 
Or who muſt not reſian the field 
To thee, celeſtial maid, ſecure 


With Cupid's bow, and Pallas? ſhield t 


If then to thee ſuch pow'r is given, 
Let not a wretch in tor ment live, 
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zut ſmile, and learn to copy heaven, 
Sinee we muſt fin ere it forgive. 
Let pitying heaven not only does 
Forgive th? offender and th? offence, 
Put even itſelf appeas'd beſtows, 
As the reward of penitence. 


Tur Broom or COWDENKNOWSe 


Slow Blvth ilk morn was I to ſee. 
The ſwain come o'er the hill! 
He ſkipt the burn and flew to me: 
I met him with good will. 

ED the broom, the bonney bonney broom, 
The broom of Cowdenhnows ; : 
wifh 1 were with my dear ſibain 
Vith his pipe aud my ewes. 


| neither wanted ewe nor lamb, 
While his flock near me lay; 

e gather'd in my hep at night, 
And chear'd me a' the day. 

D the broom Fc. 


e tun'd his pipe and reed ſo ſweet, 
The birds ſtood liſt'ning by: 

'en the dull cattle ſtood and gaz'd, 
Charm'd with his melody. 

D the broom, Cc. 


While thus we ſpent our time 5 turns, 
Betwixt our flocks and play 

envy*d not the faireſt dame, 

Tho? ne'er ſo rich and gay. 

D the broom, Oc. 

OL 1, B 
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Hard fate that I ſhould bani{l'd be, 
Gang heavily and mourn, 
Becauſe I lov'd the kindeſt ſwain 


That ever yet was born. 
O the broom, Cc. 


He did oblige me ev'ry hour, 
Cou'd I but faithfu? be? 

He ſtaw my heart; Cou'd I reſuſe 
Whate'er he aik'd of me? 

O the broom, c. 


My dogie, and my little kit 
That help my wee ſup whey, 


My plaidy, broach, and crooked flick, 


May now ly uſcleſs by. 
O the broom, &c. gs 


Adieu, ye Cowdenknows, adieu, 
_ Farewel a' pleaſures there; 


. gods, reftore me to my ſwain, 


Is a' I crave or care. 
O the broom, the bonny bonny broom, 
The broom of Cowdentnows : « 
J wiſh I were with my dear Fain, 
With his pipe and my ewes. 


To- non. 


Tune, I ui my Love were in a Mire. 


O LoveLY maid, how dear's thy power? 


| Ar once I love at once adore : 


With wonder are my thoughts poſſeſt, 


While ſofteſt love inſpires my breaſt. 
This tender look, theſe eyes of mine, 
Confeſs their am'rous maſter thine z: 
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heſe eyes with Strephon's paſſion play 
Firſt make me love and then betray. 


Ves, charming victor, I am thine. 
Poor as it is, this heart of mine 

Was never in another's pow'r, 

as never pierc'd by love before. 

Wn thee I've treatur'd np my joy, 
Thou can'ſt give bliſs, or bliſs deſtroy : 
WA nd thus I've bound myſelf to love, 
While bliſs or miſery can move. 


_ "= = on * 
SF 


8 
A * 


O ſhould I n&er poſſeſs thy charms 
Ne'er meet my comfort in thy arms; 
Were hopes of dear enjoyment gone. 
Still would 1 love, love thee alone 
But, like ſome diſeontented ſhade 

That wanders where its body's laid, 

Mournful Pd roam with hollow glare, 

For ever exil'd from my fair. 


* 


1 


Upon hearing his picture was in CHLOE's breaſt. 


Tune, The fourteenth of October. 
VE gods! was Strephon's picture bleſt 
With the fair heaven of Chloe's breaſt 
Move ſofter, thou fond flatt'ring heart, 
Oh gentle throb,—too fierce thou art. 
Tell me thou brighteſt of thy kind, 
For Strephon was the bliſs deſign'd ? 
For Strephon's ſake, dear charming maid, 
Didſt thou prefer his wand'ring ſhade ? 
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And thou bleſt ſhade. that ſweetly art 
Lodged fo near my Cliloe's heart, 
For me the tender hour improve, 
And foftly tell how dear I love. 
Ungratefull thing! it ſcorns to hear 
Its wretched maſter's ardent pray”r, 
B 2 
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Ingroſſing all that beauteous heav'n, 
That Chloe, lavith maid, has giv'n. 


I cannot blame thee; Were [ lord 
Of all the wealth thoſe breaſts afford, 
Pd be a miſer too, nor give 
An olms to keep a god alive, 

Oh ſmile not thus, my lovely fair 

On theſe cold looks, that liſeleſs are; 
Prize him whoſe boſom glows with fire, 
With eager love and ſoft deſire. 


?Tis true, thy charms, O pow'rſul maid, 
To life can bring the ſilent ſhade : 
Thou canſt ſurpaſs the painrer's art, 
And real warmth and flanics impart. 
But Oh! it ne'er can love like me, 
Pve ever lov'd, and lov'd but thee: 
Then, eharmer' grant my fond requeſt, 
Say thou canſt love, and make me bleſs'd. 


SONG FOR A SERENADE. 
Tune, Je broom of Cowaentnows. 


Tzach me, Chloe, how to prove, 
My boaſted flame ſincere : 
Tis hard to tell how dear I love, 
And hard to hide my care. 


Sleep in vain diſplays her charms, 
To bribe my ſoul to reſt, 
Vainly ſpreads her ſilken arms, 
And courts me to her breaſt, 


Where can Strepon find. repoſe, 
Chloe is not there? 


* 


? 
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For ah! no peace his boſom knows, 
When abſent from the fair, 


What tho? Phœbus from on high 

4 With- holds his chearſul ray, 
Thine eyes can well his light ſupply, 
And give me more than day. 


Love 1s THE CAUSE OF MY MOURNING. 


Br a murmuring ſtream a fair ſhepherdeſs, lay 
Bc ſo kind, O ye nymphs I oftimes heard her ſay 
Tell Strephon "I die' if he paſſes this way, 
ſnd that love is the cauſe of my mourning 
falſe ſhepherds, that tell me of beauty and charms 


ct bring me this Strephon let me die in his arms 
Oh Strephon ! the cauſe of my mourning, 
But firſt, ſaid ſhe let me go 
Down to the ſhades below, 
Ere ye let Strephon know 
That I have lov'd him ſo. 
Then on my pale cheek no bluſhes will ſhow 
That love was the cauſe my of mourning. 
Her eyes were ſcarce cloſed when Strephon came by; 


But finding her breathleſs, Oh heavens ! he did cry 
Ah Chloris ! the cauſe of my mourning. 
Reſtore me my QChloris, ye nymphs, uſe your art. 


And tilPd the poor Chloris with mourning. 
Ah then, is Chloris dead, 
Wounded by me ? he ſaid ; 
I'll follow thee, chaſte maid; 
Down to the ſilent ſhade. 


Then on her cold ſnowy breaſt leaning his head 


Expir'd the poor Strephon with mournin, 
EY A 


ou deceive me fordtrephon's cold heart neverwarms 


He thought ſhe'd been ſleeping, and ſoftly drew nigh 


They ſighing, replied, * Twas yourſelf thot the dart, 
That wounded the tender young ſhepherdeſs? heart,. 
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To * 1s. A. H. on ſeeing her at a concert. re 1 
Tons The bornmelt lafs in a the wartd. 


Look where my dear Hamilla ſmiles, = Tl 
Hamilla l heav'nly charmer; «+ 
See how, with all their arts and wiles, 

The Loves and Graces arm her. 

A bluſh dwells glowing on her cheeks, 
Fair. ſeats of youthful pleaſures, 

There love in ſmiling language ſpeaks,, 

There ſpreads his roſy treaſures, 

O faireſt maid, I own thy pow'r 


1 gaze, I ſigh, and languiſli. | 
Yet ever, ever will adore, | EY 
And triumph in my anguiſh : 
But caſe O charmer, caſe my care, 
And let my torments move thee; ) 
As thou art faireſt of the fair, 
- 801 the deareſt love thee.. 


o 


Tur Bonny Scor. 
Tune, The boat mans. , 


Ys gales that gently wave the ſea, 
And pleaſe the canny boat-man. 
Bear me frac hence, or bring to me 
My brave, my bonny Scot—man :- 
In haly bands | 
We join'd our hands, 
Yet may not this diſcover, 
While parents rate 
A large eſtate, 
Before a faithfu? lover. 
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put 1 loor chuſe in Highland glens 


To herd the kid and goat man, 
Tre I cou'd for fic little ends | 
Refuſe my bonny Scot man. 


Wac worth the man 
Wha firſt began 
The baſe ungenerous ſaſhion, 
Frae greedy views 
Love's art to uſe, 
While ſtrangers to its paſſion. 
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Frae ſoreign fields, my lovely youth, 
& Haſte to thy longing laſſie, 
Who pants to preſs thy balmy mouth 
And in her boſom haule thee. 
Love gic's the word, 
Then haſte on board, 
Fair winds and tenty boat-man, 
Waft o'er, waft o'er 
Frae yonder thore, 


My blyth my bonny Scot 


* 
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SCORNFU NANCY. 


To its own Tune. 
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Naxcr's to the green- wood gane, 

to hear the gowd ſpink chatt' ring, 
And Willie he has follow'd her, 

to gain her love by flatt' ring: 

| But a' that he cou'd ſay or do, 

She geck'd and fcorned at him ; 
And ay when he began to woo, 


She bid him mind wha gat him. 
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What ails ye at my dad, quoth ke, 5 Ane 
My minny or my aunty ? \ 
With crowdy mowdy they fed me, I ſn 
Lang-kail and ranty tanty ; 425 
With bannocks of good barley meal, 
Of thae there was right plenty, The 
With chapped ſtocks fou butter'd well; 7 
And was not that right cainty ? Fe 
Although my le wah Daw laird, | Sac 
tis daffin to be vaunty, | 8 
He kepit ay a good kail yard, For 
A ha” houſe and a pantry ; 4 
A good blew bonnet on his head, 
An owrlay *bout his craigy ; 
And ay until the day he dy'd, 
He rade on good ſhanks naggy. 
Now wae and wonder on your ſnout, W 
Wad ye hae bonny Nancy ? | I a 
Wad ye compare yourſell to me, 
A docken till a tanſie“? or Ane 
J have a wooer of my ain, - 
they ca* him ſouple Sandy, Be 
And well I wat his bonny mow? 
Is ſweet like ſugar candy. 0 437 
Wow, Nancy, what need a' this din? : 
Do I not keen this Sandy ? | 8 
I'm ſure the chief of a? his kin 
Was Rob the beggar randy : 5 
His minny Meg upon her back Th 
Bare baith him and his billy ; p 
Will ye compare a naſty pack a 
to me your winſome Willy? | | * 
| My zutcher left a good braid-{word, Mo 
er Though it be auld and ruſty, a T 
Yet ye may take it on my words | | \ 


It is þaith ſtout and truſty ; 
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And if I can but get it drawn, 
Which will be right uncaſy, 
I ſhall lay baith my lugs in pawn, 
that he ſhall get a heezy. 


Then Narecy turn'd ker round about, 
And ſaid, did Sandy hear ye, 

Ye wadna miſs to get a clout ; 
I ken he dijna fear ye: 

Sac had your tongue and ſay nae mair, 
Sct-ſomewhere clic your fancy ; 

For as lang's Sandy's to the fore, 
Ye never {hall get Nancy. 


SLI a1 1 5 NAx Cr. 
Tune, 7 he kirk wad lat may be. 


'T1s I have ſeven braw gowns, 
And ither feven better to mak, 
And yet for a my new gowns, . 
My wooer has turn'd his back. 
Beſides, I have ſeven milk ky, 
And Sandy he has but three; 
And yet for af my milk-ky, 
The ladie winna ha'e me. 


My dady's a delver of dikes, 

My mither can caird and ſpin, 
And J am a fine fodeel laſs, 

And the filler comes linkin in, 
The filler comes linkin in, 

And it is fou fair to ſee, 
And fifty times wow ! O wow! 
What ails the lads at me? 
When ever our Baty does bark, 

Then faſt to the door I rin, 
To ſee gin ony young ſpark 

Will light and venture but in: 
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But never a ane will come in, 
Tho mony a ane gaes by, 

Syne far ben the houſe Irin; 
And a weary wight am I. 


When I was at my firſt prayers, 
] pray'd but anes i' the year, 
I with'd for a handſome young lad. 
And a lad with muckle gear. 
When I was at my neiſt pray'rs, 
I pray'd but now and than, 
I fail*d na my head about gear. 
If I got a handſome young man. 


Now when I'm at my laſt pray'rs, 
I pray on baith night and day, 
And O! if a beggar wad come, 
With that ſame beggar I'd gac. 
And O! and what'll come o' me: 
And O! and what'll I do? 
That fic a braw laſſie as I 
Shou'd die for a wooer I trow. 


Lucky Nancy. 
Tune, Dainty Davie. 


WMI x fops in ſaft Italian verſe, 
Ilk fair ane's cen and breaſt rehearſe 


While ſangs abound and ſenſe is ſcarce, 


theſe lines I have indited, _ 
But neither darts nor arrows here, 
Venus nor Cupid ſhall appear, 


And yet with theſe fine ſounds I ſwear: 


The maidens are delighted. 
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J was ay telling you _ 

Lucy Nancy, lucky Nancy, 
Auld ſprings wad ding the new, 
But ye wad never trow me. 


Nor {naw with crimſon will I mix 
To ſpread upon my laffie's checks ; 
And ſyne th' unmeaning name prefix, 
Miranda, Chloe, or Phillis. 
I'll fetch nae ſimile ſrae Jove, 
My height of ecſtacy to prove, : 
Nor ſighing—thus—prelent my love 
With roſes eke and lilies. 


1 was ay telling you, Ke. 


But ſtay,—I had maiſt forgot 
My miſtreſs and my ſong to boot, 
And that's an unco' faut I wat 
But Nanſy, *tis-nac matter. 
Ve ſee I clink my verſe wi? rhyme, 
And ken ye, that atones the crime ; 
Forby, how ſweet my numbers chyme, 
And ſlide away like water, 
F 


J was ay telling you, &c. 


Now ken my rev”'rend ſonſy fair, 
Thy runkled cheeks and lyart hair, 
Thy half ſhut cen and hodling air, 
Are a' my paſſion's fewel. 

Nae ſkyring gowk, my dear can fee, 
Or love, or grace, or heaven in thee; 
Yet thou haſt charms anew for me, 
Then ſmile, and be na cruel. 


Leez me on thy ſnawy pow, 
Lucky Nancy, lucky Nancy, © 
Dryefl wood will citheiſt low, 
Aud, Nancy, fac will ye now. 
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Troth I have ſung the ſang to you, Hen 
Which never anither bard wad do; Y 
Hear then my charitable vow, My 

Dear vencrable Nancy. 9255 A 

But if the warld my paſſlon wrang, n 0 1 

And ſay ye only live in fang, 0 

Ken | deſpiſe a ſland'ring tongue, | A tl 
And ſing to pleaſe my fancy. G 


Leez me on thy, &c. 


— 


ASCOTS Cantata, 


The tune after an Italian manner. 


C 

Compoſed by Signor Lorenzo Bocchi, * 

en 

RECITATIVE, Ho 

| BLaTz Joany faintly tald fair Jean his mind ; Yo, 
Jeany took pleature to deny him lang; We 


He thought her ſcorn came frac her heart unkind, Av 
Which bart him in deſpair tune up this ſang 


AIR. 

Oo as laſſie, ſince 'tis ſac, 

That Pm deſpis'd by thee, wy 
I hate to live but O I'm wae, 

And unco {weer to die 
Dear jeany, think what dowy hours 

I thole by your diſdain ; 
Ah! thould a breaſt ſac ſaft as yours, 

Contain a heart of ſtane ? 


G 


Theſe tender notes did a' her pity move, 
Wich melting heart ſhe liſt'ned to the boy; 
O' ercome ſhe ſmil'd, and promiſ'd him her love; Be f 
He in return thus ſang his riſing joy, 


OF CHOICE SONGS. 25 

Hence ſrae my breaſt, contentious care, 

Ye've tint the pow'r to pine; 
My Jeany' s good my Jcany's fair, 

And e her ſweets are mine. 
O ſpread thine arms, and g'e me fowth 

Of dear, inchaniing bliſs, 
A thouſand joys around thy mouth 

Gi've heav'n with ilka kiſs. 5 


1 oA 
Tune, Law ye my Peggy. 


Cour let's ha'e mair wine in, 
Bacchus hates repining, 
Venus loves nae dwining, 
Let's be blyth and ſree. | 8 
Away with dull—Here *tye, Sir; 
Ve'er miſtreſs, Robie, gi'es her, 
We'll drink her health wi pleaſure, 
Wha's belov'd by thee, 


Then let Peggy warm ye, 
That's a laſs can charm ye, 
And to joys alarm ye, 

Sweet is ſhe to me. 

Some angel ye wad ca' her, 
nd never wiſh ane brawer - 

If ye bare-headed ſaw her 
Kiltct to the knee. 


Peggy a dainty laſs is, 

ome lets join our plaſles, 
ind refreſh our hauſes 

With a health to thee. 
Let coofs their caſh be clinking, 
Be ſtatemen tint in thinking, 
Vhile we with love and drinking, 


Give our cares the lie. 
Vor. 8 #5 G& 
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MaGcire's TocuEn. 


Zo its ain tune. 
Tux meal was dear ſliort ſyne, 
We buckPd us a' the gither; 
And Maggie was in her prime, 
When Willi made courtſhip till her: 
Twa piſtals charg'd by gueſs, 
To gre the courting thot ; 
And ſyue came ben the laſs 
Wi' ſwats drawn frae the but. 
He firſt ſpeer'd at the guidman, HY 
And ſyne at Giles the mither, 
An ye wad pie's a bit land, 
We'd buckle us c'en the gither. 


My, dogbter ye ſhall hae, 
I'll gi'e you her by the hand ; 
But P11 part wi my. wile by my fac, 
Or I part wi' my land. 
Your tocher it ſall be good, 
there's nane ſall hae its maik, 
The laſs bound in her ſnood, 
And] Crummie wha kens her ſtake ; 
With an auld bedden o' claiths, 
Was left me by my mirth, 
They're jet black o'er wi' flaes, | 
Ye may cuddle in them the gither. 


Ye ſpeak right well guidman, 
But ye maun mend your hand, 
And think o' modeſty, 
Gin ye'll not quat your land; 
We are but young, Fe ken, 
And now we're gawn'the gither, 
A houſe is but and benn, 
And Crummie will want her fother. 


— 
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The ba'-ns are coming on, 
And they'll cry O their mither 

We have nouther Pat nor pan, 
But four bare legs the gither. 


Your tocher's be goed enough, 
For that ye necd na fear, . 
Twa good ſtilts to the pleugh, 
And ye yourſelf maun ſicer : 
Ye ſhall hac twa good pocks 
That anes were o' the tweel, 
The t'ane to had the goats” 

The ither to had the meal : 
With an auld kiſt made of wands, 
And that fall be your coffer, 

Wi' aiken woody bands, 
And that may had your tocher. 


| Conſider well, guidman, 
We ha'e but borrow'd gear, 
The horſe that I ride on 
Is Sandy Wilſon's mare ; 
The ſaddle's nane o' my ain. 
And thae's but borrow'd boots: 
And whan that I gae hame, 
I maun take to my coots : 
The cloak is Geordy Watt's, 
That gars me look ſac crouſe ; 
Come fill us a cogue of ſwats, 
We'll mak na mair toom ruſe. 


T Ike you well, young lad, 
For telling me ſae plain, 
I marricd when little I had 
O' gear that was my ain. 
But ſin that things are ſac, 
The bride ſhe muſt come furth, 
Tho? a' the gear ſhe'll hae, 
It'll be but little worth. 
C 2 
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A bargain it maun be, 

Fy, cry on Giles the mither: 
Content am I, quo? ſhe, 

E*en gar the hiſhe come hither. 
The bride ſhe gade till her bed, 
The bridegroom he came till her; 
The fidler crap in at the fit, 

And they cuddPd it a' the gither. 


30 * 8. 
Tune, Blink over the burn, fweet BETTY. 


Leave kindred and friends, ſweet Betty 
Leave kindred and, ſriends, for me: 
Aſſur'd thy ſervant is ſteady 
To love to honour, and thee. 
The gifts of nature and fortune 
May fly by chace as they came; | 
They're grounds the deſtinies ſport on, 
But virtue is ever the ſame. | 


Altho? my fancy were roving, 
Thy charms ſo heavenly appear, 
That other beauties diſproving, 
I'd worſhip thine only my dear. 
And ſhou'd life's forrow embitter - 
The pleaſure we promiſ' d our loves, 
To ſhare them together is fitter, 
Than moan aſunder like doves. 


Oh were T but once fo bleſſed, 

To graſp my love in my arms! 
By these to be graſp'd ! and kiſſed! 
And leave on thy heaven of charms ; 
Pd laugh at fortuane's caprices, 
Sho'd fortune's capricious prove; 
Tho? death ſhou'd tear me to pieces, 
14 die a martyr co love. 
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Tune, The Bonny grey ed morning. 


CELESTIAL mules, tune your lyres, 
Grace all my raptures with your lays, 
Charming, inchanting Kate inſpires, 
In loſty ſounds her beauties praiſe : 
How undeſigning the diſplays 
Such ſcenes as ravich with delight; 
Tho? brighter than meridian rays, , 
they dazzle not, but pleaſe the fight. 
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Blind god, give this, this only dart, 
I neither will, nor can her harm; 
I would but gently touch her heart, 
And try for once if that cou'd charm. 
Go, Venus, uſe your fav'rite wile, 
As ſhe is beauteous, make her hind, 
Let all your graces round her ſmile, 


And ſooth her till I comfort find. 


When thus, by yielding, Pm o'erpaid, 
And all my anxious cares remov'd, 
In moving notes I'll tell the maid, 
With what pure laſting flames I lov'd. 
Then {hall alternate liſe and death 
My raviſh'd flutt'ring ſoul poſſeſs, _ 
The ſofteſt tend'reſt things I'll breathe 
 Betwixt each am'rous fond carels. 
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Tune, Je broom of Cowdentnows. 
SUBJECTED to the power of love 
By Nell's reſiſtieſs charms, 
The fancy fix*d, no more can rove, 
Or fly foft love” alarms. 
| C3 


, 
þ 
* 
1 


I * 07 1 ww 
—— » RT Wt JT 7 
— — #4 - * 2 
r ne i 2 


30 4A CcolLLECTIOx 


Gay Damon had the {kill to ſhun 
All traps by Cupid laid, 
Until his freedom was undone 
zy Nell the conquering maid, 


But who can land the force of love, 

When ſhe reſolves to kill? N 
Her ſparkling eyes love's arrows prove, 
And wounds us with our will. 


O' happy Damon, happy fair, 
What Cupid has begun, 

May faithful Hymen take a care 

Io ſee it fairly done. 


8 O N G. 
Tune, Logan water, 
Nitas binruleo me ſinilis Chloe, 


TEEL me, Hamilla tell me why 
Thou doſt from him that loves thee run? 
Why from his ſoft. embraces fly, 
And all his kind endearments {tun ? 


So flies the fawn, with fear oppreſs'd, 
Seeking its mother ev'ry where, 

It ſtarts at ev'ry empty blaſt, 
And trembles when no danger's near. 


And yet I keep thee but in view, 
To gaze the glories of thy face, 

Not with a hateful ſtep purſue, 

As age to rifle every grace, 


Ceaſe then, dear wilderneſs, ceaſe to toy, 
But haſte all rivals to outſhine, 

And grown mature, and ripe for joy, 
Leave mamma's arms, and come to mine. 
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A SOUTH-SEA SONG. 
Tune, For our lang biding heres 


WHEN we came to London town, 
We dream'd of gowd in gowpens here 
And rantinly ran up and down, 
In riſing ſtocks to buy a ſhair : 
We daſtly thought to row and rowth, 
But for our dafhn paid right dear; 
The lave wad fare the war in trouth, 
For our lang biding here: 


But when we find our purſes toom, 
And dainty ſtocks began to fa”, 
We hang our lugs-and we a gloom 
Girn'd at ſtock jobbing ane and a'. 
If ye gang near the South-lea hou ſe, 
The whilly wha's will grip your gear. 
Syne a' the lave will fare the war, 
For our lang biding here. 


HAP ME wiTH TnyY PETTIcoAr. 


O BELL, thy looks have kill'd my heart, 
1 pals. the day in pain; 

When night returns, I feel the ſmart, 
And with for thee in vain, 

I'm ſtarving cold while thou art warm; 

_ Have pity and incline, 

And grant me for a hap that eharm- 
ing petticoat of thine. 


My raviſh'd fancy in amaze 
Still wanders o'er thy charms, 
Deluſive dreams ten thoufand ways 
Preſent thee to my arms. 
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But waking think what I endure, | | 
While cruel you decline 

Thoſe pleaſures which can only eure 
This panting breaſt of mine. 


I faint, I fail, and wildly rove, 
Becauſe you ſtill deny 
The jult reward that's due to love, 
And let true paſlion die. 
Ob! turn, and let compaſſion ſeize | 
Thar lovely breaſt of thine, 
Thy -petticoat could give me calc, 
If thou and it were mine. 


Sure heaven has fitted for delight 
That beautcous form of thine, | 

And thou'rt too good its law to flight, 
By hind'ring the deſign. 

May all the pow'rs of love agree, | 
At length to make thee mine. 

_ Or looſe my chains, and ſet me free 18 | 
From ev'ry charm of thine. 
j 


* INVITING REASON. 


A SONG, Tune of. ha mi ma chattle na di- 
| ſhar mi. | 
Wurx innocent paſtime our pleaſure did crown, 
Upon a green meadow or under a tree, ] 
Ere Annie became a fine ladie in town, 
How lovely, and loving and bonny was ſhe ! 
Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautifu* Annie, 
Let ne'er a new whim ding thy fancy a-jee—- 
O! as thou art bonny, be faichfu? and canny, 
And favour thy Jamie, wha dotes . thee. 
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Does the death of a lintwhite give Annie the ſpleen; 
Can tining of triſles be uncaly to thee ? 
Canlap-dogsandmonkeys draw tears from thefe een 
that look with indiff*rence on poor dying me? 
Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautifu* Annie, 
And dinna prefer a paroquet to me; g 
O ! as thou art bonny, be prudent and canny, 
And think on thy. Jamie wha dotes upon thee. 


Ah! ſhou'd a new manto or Hlanders lace head, 
Or t a wee cottie, tho? never ſae fine, 
Gar thee grow forgetſu', and let his heart bleed 
that anes had ſome hope of purchaſing thine ? 
Rouſe up thy reaſon thy beautiſu' Annie. 
Ard dinna prefer ye'r fleegeris to me ; 
O! as thou art bonny, be ſolid and canny. 
And tent a true lover that dotes upon thee, 


Shall a Paris edition of new fangle Sany, 
the” gilt o'er wi'laces and fringes he be, 
By adoring himſelf be admir'd by fair Annie, 
And aim at thoſe beniſons promis'd to me? 
Rouſe up thy reaſon my beautifu? Annie, 
And never preſer a light dancer to me; 
O! as thou art bonny be conſtant and canny, 
Love only thy Jamie wha dotes upon thee. 


O! think, my dear charmer on every ſweet hour, 
that ſlade away ſaftly between thee and me, 


Ere ſquirrels, or beaus, or fopp'ry had power 
To rival my love'or impoſe upon thee, 


Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautifu? Annie, 


And let thy deſires be a“ center'd in me; 
O! as thou art bonny, be faithſu' and canny, 


And love him wha's langing to center in thee, - 
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TRI Roß or DUnMBLanE. 


Lass1E, lend me your braw hemp heckle, 
And I' lend you my thripling kame; 
For fainneſs, deary, I'll gar ye kechle, 
it Pll go dance the Bob Dumblane. 
Haſte ye, gang to the ground of your trunkis, 
Buſk ye braw and dinna think ſhame ; 
Conſider in time, if leading of monkies 
Be better than daneing the Bob of Dumblane. 


Be 68 my laſſie, leſt I grow fickle, 
And take my word and offer again. 
Syne ye may chance to repent it mickle, 
Ye didna accept the Bob of Dumblane. a 
The dinner the piper and prieſt ſhall be ready, 
And Pm growing weary with lying my lane ; 
Away then leave baith minny and daddy, 
And try with me the Bob of Dumblane, 


SONG, Complaining of abſence. 
Tune, My apron, deary. 


An Chloe! thou treaſure, thou joy of my breaſt, 
Since I parted from thee, I'm a ſtranger to reſt; 
I fly to the grove, there to languiſh and mourn, 
There ſigh for my charmer, and long to return; 
The fields all around me are ſmiling and gay, 
But they ſmile all in vain—my Chloe's away; 
The ſield and the grove can afford me no caſe— 
But bring me my Chloe, a deſert will pleaſe. 


No virgin I ſee that my boſom alarms, 
I'm cold to the faireſt, tho? glowing with charms, 
In vain they attack me, and ſparkle the eye ; 
Theſe are not the looks of my Chlae I cry, 
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Theſe looks, where bright 3 like the ſun lits . 
enthron'd, 

And ſmiling diffuſes his influence round; 

Twas thus I firſt view'd thee my charmer amaz'd 

Thus gaz'd thee with wonder, and lov'd while I 
gaz'd. 


Then, then the dear fair one was ſtill in thy ſight 
It was pleaſure all day, it was rapture all night, 
But now by hard forf.une remov'd from my fair, 
In ſecret I languith, a prey to deſpair, 
But abſence and torment abate not my flame, i 
My Chloe's ſtill charming, my paſſion the ſame ; 
O! would the preſerve me a place in her breaſt, 


Then abſcence would pleaſe me, for I would be 
bleſs'd. 


. 
| Tune, 1 fix'd my. fancy on her. 


BrrGuT Cynthia's power divinely great, 
What heart 1s not obeying ? 
A thouſand Cupids on her wait, 
And in her eyes are playing 
She ſeems the queen of love to reign ; 
For (be alone diſpenſes 
Sueh ſweets as beſt can entertain 
The guſt of all the ſenſes. 


Her face a charming proſpect brings, 
Her breath gives balmy bliſſes 
I hear an angel when ſhe ſings, 
And tene of heaven in kiſſes' 
Four ſenſes thus ſhe feaſt with joy, 
From nature's richeſt treaſure : : 
Let me the other ſenſe emploa, 
And I ſhall die with pleaſure. 
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SO NG. 


Tune, I oo a bony lady. 


TEL.. me, tell me, charming creature, 
Wil you never caſe my pain? 
Muſt I die for ev'ry feature ?. 
Muſt J always love in vain? 
The deſire of admiration 
Is the pleaſure you purſue ; 
Pray thee try a laſting pathon, 
Such a love as mine for you · 


Tears and 8 could not move you; 
For a lover ought to dare; 
When I plainly told 1 lov'd you, 
Then you ſaid I went too far. 
Are ſuch giddy ways beſeeming? 
Will my dear be fickle ſtill ? 
Conqueſt is the joy of women, 
Let their ſlaves be what they will. 


Your negle& with torment fills me, 
And my deſp'rate thoughts increale ; 
Pray conſider, if you kill me, 
You: will have a lover leſs. 
If your wand'ring heart is beating, 
For new lovers let i be: 
But when you have done coquetting, 
| Name a da and fix yon me. 


Tu ret r. 


Ix vain, ſond youth; thy tears give o'cr ; 
What more, alas! can Flavia do? 
Thy truth I own, thy fate deplore ; 
All arc not happy that are true, 
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Suppreſs thoſe ſighs, and weep no more ; 
Should heaven and carth with thee combine, 
? [were all in vain, fince any power, 
To crown thy love, mult alter mine. 


But if revenge can caſe thy pain, 
I'll ſooth the ills I cannot cure; 

Tell that 1 drag a hopeleſs chain, 
And all that I inflit endure. 


Tux Rosz IN YaRRow. 
Tune, Mary Scot. 


'Tas ſummer, and the day was fair, 
Reſolv'd a while to fly from care, 
Beguiling thought, forgetting ſorrow, 
I wander'd o'cr the braes of Yarrow 
Till then deſpiſing beauty's power, 

I kept my heart, my own fecure ; 

But Cupid's art did there deceive me, 
And Mary's -charms do now enflave me. 


Will cruel love no bribe receive ? 
No raniom take for Mary's ſlave ? 
Her frowns of reſt and hope deprive me ; 
Her lovely {miles like light revive me 
No bondage may with mine compare, 
Since firit 1 ſaw this charming fair ; 
This beauteous flower, this roſe of Yarrow, 
In nature's gardens. has no marrow. 


Had of heaven but one requeſt, 
Fd aſk to ly in Mary's brealt ; 
There would I live or die with pleaſure, 
Nor ſpare this world one moments leaſure ; 
Deſpiſing kings, and all that's great, 
I'd ſmile at courts and courtiers fate; 
D 


38 A COLLECTION 


My j joy complete on ſuch a marrow, 
Pd dwell with her, and live on Yarrow. 


But tho? ſueh bliſs I ner ſhould gain, 
Contented ſtill Vil wear my chain 
In hopes my faithful heart may move her. 
For leaving life I'll always love her. 
What doubts diſtract a lover's mind? 
That breaſt, all ſoftneſs muſt prove wind 5 
And the ſhall yet become my marrow, 
The lovely beautcous roſe of Yarrow. 


Tur -: Farr PexITENT. 
A SONG.—7o zs — Tune. 


A LOVELY laſs to a ſriar came 

To confeſs in a morning early, 
In what my dear, art thou to blame ? 
Come own it all fincerdty. . 
I've done, Sir, what 1 dare not name, 
With a lad that loves me dearly. | 


The 2 RO in myſelf I know, 
Is what I now diſcover, 
Then you to Rome for that muſl ga, 
- There diſcipline to ſuffer. 
Lake a day, Sir! if it muſt be ſo, 
Pray with me ſend my lover. 


No, no my dear, you do but dream, 
We'll baue no double dealing; 

But if with me you'll repeat the ſame, 
TA pardon your paſt failing. 

I muft own, Sir, tho” 1 bluſh for ſhame, 
That your penance is prevailing. , 


1 
Y 
9 


Q 
— 


— jr wt — 


I met betimes my lovely maid, 


Beneath the cooling ſhade we lay, 


Since ſhe excels in ev'ry grace, 
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The laſt time I came o'er the Moor 


Tus laſt time I came o'er the Moor 
I left my love behind me, 

Ye pow'rs ! what pain do l endure, ' 
When ſoft ideas mind me? 

Soon as the ruddy morn diſplay'd 
The beaming day enſaing, 


In fit retreats for wooing. 


Gazing and chaſtly ſporting; 
We kiſs'd and promis'd time away, 
Till night ſpread her black curtain. 
I pitied all beneath the ſkies, 25 
Ev'n kings when ſhe was nigh me! 
In raptures I beheld her eves, 
Which cou'd but ill deny me. 


Shou'd I be calPd where cannons roar, 
Where mortal ſteel may wound me ; 
Or caſt upon ſome foreign ſhore, 
Where dangers may ſurround me; 
Yet hopes again to ſee my love, 
To feaſt on glowing kiſſes, 
Shall make my cares at diſtance move 
In proſpect of ſuch bliſſes. 


In all my ſoul there's not one place 
To let a rival center ; 1. 


In her my love. ſhall center. 
Sooner the ſeas ſhall ceaſe to flow, 
Their waves the Alps ſhall cover 
On Greenland ice ſhall roſes grow, 
Before I ccaſc to love her. 4+ 
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The next time I go o'er the moor, 
She ſhall a lover'find me ; 

And that my faith is firm and pure, 
tho? I leſt her behind me; 

Then Hymen's facred bands ſhall chain 
My heart to her fair bofom, 

There while my being doth remain, 
My love more freſh ſhall bloſſom. 


Tur Lass or PeatY's MILL» 


Tux luſs of Peaty's mill, 
* So bonny blyth and gay, 
In ſpite of all my kill, 
Hath ſtole my heart away. 
When tedding of the hay, 
Bare headed on the green, 
Love *midſt her locks did play, 
And wanton'd in her een, 


Her arms, white round and ſmooth; 
Breaſts riſing in their-dawn, 


lo age it would give youth 


to preſs them with his hand 
Through all my ſpirits ran 
An eeſtacy of bliſs, 
When I fuch ſweetneſs ſand, 
Wrapt in a balmy kiſs. 


Without the help of art, 
Like flow'rs which grace the witd, 
She did her ſweets impart, . 
Whene'er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil/d. 
Her looks they were ſo mild, 
Free ſrom affected pride, 
She me to love beguil'd, 
1 viſt'd her for my bride, 


A. AA 


'OF CHOICE SONòS. 


© had I all that wealth 
Hopetoun's high mountains fill, 
Inſur'd long life and health, 
And pleature's at my will; 
Pd promiſe and fulfil | 
That none but bonny ſhe 
The laſs of Peaty's mill, 
Shou'd thare the ſame wi me. 


GREEN SLEEVES. 


Ys watchful guardians of the fair, 

Who {kiff on wings of amient air, 

Of my dear Delia take a care, 
And repreſent her lover 

With all the gaiety of youth, 

With honour juſtice love and truth, 

Till | return her paſſions ſooth, 

For me in whiſpers move her. 


Be careful no baſe ſordid flave,. , 
With ſoul ſunk in a golden grave, 
Who knows no virtue bat to ſave” 
With glaring gold bewitch her. 
Tell her, for me ſhe was deſign'd, 
For me, who knows how to be kind, 
And have mair plenty in my mind, 
Than one who's ten times vickenk 


Let all the world turn upſide down, 

And fools run an eternal round, 

In queſt of what can ne'er be found, 
To pleaſe their vain ambition: 

Let little minds great charms eſpy, 

In ſhadows which at diſtance ly, 

Whoſe hop'd for pleaſure, when come nigh, 
Prove nothing in fruition. 
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But caſt into a mould — 
Fair Delia does with luſt ſhine, 


Her virtuous ſoul's an ample mine, 
Which yields a conſtant treafure 
Let poets in ſublimeſt hays, 

Employ their ſkill ter fame to raiſe 
Let ſons of muſic paſs whole gays, 
Wich well turd reeds to pleaſe her 


Tur YELLOW—HA IR'D LADDIE. 


In April, -when primroſes paint the fwoct plain, 
And ſummer approaching rejoiceth the ſwain ; 
The yellow-hair*d laddie would oftentimes go 
To wild and deep glens, where the hawthorn trees 

grow. | 


There, under the ſhade of an old ſacred thorn, 
With freedom he {ung his loves ev'ning and mory : 
He ſung with ſo ſolt and enchanting a ſound, 
That ſylvians and faries unſeen danc'd around. 


The ſhepherd thus ſang, tho? young Maya be fair, 


_ Her Beauty is daſh'd with a ſcornfu? proud air; 
But Suſie was handſome, and ſweetly could fing, 


. Her breath like the breezes perfum'd.1 in the ſpring 


That Madie in all the gay bloom of her youth, 
Like the moon was inconſtant, and never ſpoke 
truth: 
But Suſie was faithful, good-humour'd and free, 
And fair as the goddeis who ſprung from the ſca. 
That mamma's fine daughter, with all her great 
Was awkwardly airy, and frequently ſour : (dow'r 
Then ſighing- he wiſhed, would parents agree, 
The witty ſweet Suſie his miſtreſs might be. 
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Wim ſome for pleafure pawn their health, 
_ *'Fwaxt Lais and the Bagnio, 
PIt ſave myſelſ, and without ſtealth, 
Kiſs and careſs my Nanny—O 
She bids more fair to engage a Jove 
than Leda did or Danae—O, 
Were I to paint the queen of love, 
None elſe ſhould fit but Nanny _—O, 


How joyfully my ſpirits rife, 
When dancing ſhe moves finely ——O ; 
I gueſs what Heaven is by her eyes, 
Which ſparkle fo divinely O. 
Attend my vow, ye gods, while I 
Breathe in the blefs'd Britannia, 
None's happineſs 1 ſhall envy, 
As long's ye grant me Nanny——O. 


CHORUS, 
My bonny bonny Nanny O, 
My lovely «harming Nanny ——O,_ 
T care not tho) the world know, 
How dearly I love Nanny ——O.. 


BownnY JEAN 


Love's goddeſs in a myrtle grove, 
Said, Cudid, bend thy bow with ſpeed, 
Nor let the ſhaft at randon rove, 
For Jeany's haughty heart mult bleed. 
'The ſmiling boy with divine art. 
From Pamphos ſhot an arrow keen, 
Which flew unzrring to the heart, 
And kill'd the pride of bonny Jean. 
No more the nymph, with haughty air, 
Refules Willie's kind addreſs; 
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Mer yielding bluſhes ſhew no care, 
hut too much fondneſs to ſuppreſs. 
No more the youth is ſullen now, 
But looks the gayeit on the green, 
While ev'ry day he ſpies ſome new 
Surpriſing charms in bonny Jcan. 


A thouſand tranſports croud his breaſt, 

. He moves as light as ilceting wind, 
His former ſorrows ſeem a jeſt, : 
Now when his Jenny is turn'd kind; 

Riches he looks on with diſdain, 
the glorious fields of war look mean; 
The chearſul hound and horn give pain, 
If abſent from his bonny Jean. 


The day he ſpends in am'rous gaze, - 

Which ev'n in ſummer ſhorten'd ſeems ; 
When ſunk in downs, with glad amaze, 

He wonders at her in his dreams. 

II charms diſclos'd, ſhe looks more bright 

than Troy's prize, the Spartan queen, 
With breaking day, he liſts his ſight, 

And pants to be with. bonny Jean. 


Tunow THE Woop Lappir,. 


O Sanpy, why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn ? 
thy preſence could eaſe me, 
When naething can pleaſe me: e 
Now dowie I ſigh on the bank of the burn, 
Or throw the wood, laddie, until thou return. 
Tho? woods now are bonny, and mornings are clear, 
While lav'rocks are ſinging, 
And primroſes ſpringing; 
Yet nane of them pleaſes my eye or my car, 
When throw the wood, laddie, ye dinna appear, 
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That I am forſaken ſome ſpare nat to tell; 
I'm faſn'd wi' their ſcorning, 
Baith ev'ning and morning; 
Their jeering gaes aft to my heart wi' a knell, 
When throw the wood laddie, I wander myſell. 


Then ſiay, my dear Sandy, nac langer away, 
But quick as an arrow, 
Haſte here to thy marrow, 
Wha's living in langour till that happy day, 
When throw the wood laddie, we'll dance, ſing, 
and play. 


Down THE Burn Davis, 


Warn trees did bud and fields were green, 
And broom bloom'd fair to ſee; 

When Mary was complete fifteen, 

And love laugh'd in her eye; 

Blyth Davie's blinks her heart did move 

To ſpeak her mind thus free, 

Gang down the burn, Davis, love, 

And I ſhall follow thee. 


Now Davie did each lad ſurpaſs, 
That dwelt on this burn-fide, 

And Mary was the bonnieſt laſs, 

juſt meet to be a bride: 

Her checks were roſy, red, and white, 
Her cen were bonny blue ; ; 

Her locks were like Aurora bright, 

Her lips like dropping dew. 

| As down the burn they took their way, 
What tender tales they ſaid $ 

His cheek to hers he aft did lay, 
And with her boſom play * 

Till baith at length impatient grown, 
To be mair ſully bleſt, 
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In yonder vale they lean'd them down; 


Love only ſaw the reſt. 


— 


What paſs'd I gueſs was harmleſs oy | 


And nacthing ſure unmeet ; 

For ganging hame, I heard them ſay, 
They lik'd a wauk fo ſweet; 

And that they aſten ſhou'd return 
Sie pleaſure to renew 

Quoth ? Mary, Love, I like the burn, 
And ay ſhall follow you. 


— O N s. 
q Br Gzlderoy. 


An! Chloris, could I now but fit 
As unconcern'd, as when 

. Your infant beauty cou'd beget 
No happineſs nor pain. 

When I this dawning did admire, 
And prais'd the coming day, 

I little thought that riſing fire 
Wou'd take my reſt away. 


"Your charms in harmleſs childhood lay, 
As metals in a mine. 
Age from no ſace takes more away, 
| han youth conceal'd in thine ; 
But as your charms inſenſibly 
To their perfection preſt; 
So love as unperceiv'd did fly, 
And center'd in my breaſt. 
My paſſion with your beauty grew, 
While Cupid at my heart, 
Still as his mother favour'd you, 
Threw a new flaming dart; 
Keach gloried in their wanton part ; 
To make a lover, he 
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Employ'd the utmoſt of his art ;— 
To make a beauty, ſhe. 


&: a: NG. 
Tune, The yellow Bair'd laddie. 


Vr ſhepherds and nymphs that adorn the gay plain 
Approach from your ſport, and attend to my Hrain; 
Amongſt all your number a lover fo true, 

Was ne'er ſo undone, with ſuch blifs in his view. 


Was ever a nymph ſo hard hearted as mine? 
She knows me ſincere, and ſhe ices how I pine ; 
She does not diſdain me, nor frown in her wrath, 
But calmly and milcly reftigns me to death. 


She calls me her friend, but her lover denies : 
She ſmiles when I'm chearſul, but hears not my ſighs 
A boſom fo flinty, ſo gentle an air, 

Inſpires me with hope, and yet bids me deſpair ! 


I fall at her feet, and implore her with tears; 
Her anſwer confounds, while her manner endears ; 
When lofily the tells me to hope no relief, 

My trembling lips bleſs her in ſpite of my grief. 


By night, while I lumber, flill haunted with care, 
T ſtart up in anguith, and ſigh for the fair: 
The fair ſlecps in peace, may ſhe ever do ſo! 
And only when dreaming imagine my WO, 


Then gaze at a diſtance, nor farther aſpire : 
Nor think ſhe ſhou'd love, whom the cannot admire; 
Huſh all thy complaining, and dying her ſlave, 
Commend her to heaven, and thyſelf to the grave. 
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Tune, W, hen ſhe came ben he bobbed. 


Cor, fill me a bumper, my jolly brave boys, 
Let's have no more female impert'nence and noiſe; 
Forl'vetry'd the endearments and pleatures of los, 
And I find they're buy: nonſenſe and whimſies by 

Jove. 


When firſt of all e and I were acquaint 
I whin'd like a fool, and ſhe ſigh'd like a ſaint ; 
But I found her religion her face and her love, 
Were hypoeriſy, paint, and ſelf intereſt, by ove. 


Sweet Cecil came next with her languiſhing air 
Her outſide was orderly, modeſt, and fair; 
But her ſoul was ſophiſticate, ſo was her love, 
For 1 found ſhe was only a ſtrumpet by Jove. 


Little double · gilt Jenny's gold charm'd me at laſt: 
(You know marriage and money together do beſt.) 
But the baggage, furgetting her vows and her love, 
Gave her gold to a ſniv'lnig dull coxcomb, by Jove. 


Come fill me a bumper their jolly brave boys ; 
Here's a farewell to female impertn'ence and noiſe: 
I know ſew of the ſex that are worthy my love; 
And for ſtrumpets and jilts, 1 abhore them, by Jove, 


DUuzBARTON's Duuus. 


Dung xn rob s beat bonny -O. 
When they mind me of my dear Jonpy—0 
How happy am I, 
When my er is by, 
While kiffes and bleſſes his Annie—O 
'T'is a ſoldier alone can delight me—O, 


Fe 


For he ſhall ſerve no longer a cadie—O 


For cv'ry other care is but {lavery—O, 


Farewell all my friends and my-daddy—O ; 


They are ſprightly like my dear Jonny—Q :; 


OF CHOICE SONGS. 


For his gracoful looks do invite me—O : 
While guarded in his arms, 
III fear no war's alarms, 


Neither danger nor death ſhall &cr fright me O. 


My love is a handſome laddie O, 
Genteel, but ne'cr foppiſh nor gaudy—O 
Tho' commiſhons are dear, 
Vet VII buy him one this year; 


A ſoldier has honour and bravery—O 
Unacquainted with rogues and their knavery -O; 
He minds no other thing 
But the ladics or the king ; 


Then PII be the captain's lady—O ; 


I'll wait no more at home, 

But I'll follow with the drum, 
And whene'cr that beats, I'll be ready—O 
Dumbarton's drums ſound bonny—O 


How kappy ſhall I be, 
When on my ſoldier's knee, 
And he kiſſes and bleſſes his Annie O1 


Auld lang ſyne. 


DHOVLP auld acquaintance be forgot, 
Tho? they return with ſcars ? 
Theſe are the noble hero's lot, 
Obtain'd in glorious wars: 
Welcome, my Varo, to my breaſt, 
Thy arms about me twine, 
And make me once again as bleſt, 
As I was lang ſync. 


Vor. I. E 
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Methinks around us on each bough, 
A thouſand Cupids play, 

"Whilſt thro? the groves I walk with you, 
Each object makes me gay: 

Since your return the fun and moon 
With brighter beams do ſhine, 

Streams murmur toft notes while they . 
As they did lang ſyne. . 

De ſpiſe the court and din of ſtate; 
Let that to their ſhare fall, 

Who can eſteem ſuch ſlav'ry great, 
While bounded like a ball : 

But ſunk in love, upon my arms 
Let your brave head recline, 

We'll pleaſe ourſclves with mutual charms, 
As we did auld lang ſyne. 


f 
} 
: 
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Oer moor end dale, with your. gay friend, 

You may purſue the chaſe. _ 
And, after a blyth bottle, end 

All cares in my embrace : 

And in a vacant rainy day 
You ſhall be wholly mine; 

We'll make the hours run ſmooth aw 475 
And laugh at lang ſy ne. 
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The hein pleas'd with the ſweet air, 
And figns of gen rous love; 8 | 
Which had been utter'd by the fair, | 
Bow'd to the powers above : 
Next day, with conſent and glad haſt, 
Th' approach'd the facred ſhrine; _ 
Where the good prieſt the couple bleſt, 
And put them out of pine. | 
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TE LAss or LIVINGSTON. 


Parn'D with her ſlighting Jamie's love, 

Bell dropt a tear—Bell dropt a tear ; 

The gods deſcended from above, 

Well pleas'd to hear—well pleas'd to hear. 
They heard the praiſes of the youth 

From her own.tongue— from her own tongue 
Who now converted was to truth, 


And thus ſhe ſung—and thus ſlie ſung. 


Bleſs'd days when our ingenious ſex, 

More frank and kind—more frank and kind, 
Did not their lov'd adorers vex; | 
But ſpoke their mind but fpoke their mind. 
Repenting now, ſhe promis'd fair | 
Wou'd he return—wou'd he return, 

She ne'er again wou'd give him care, 

Or cauſe him mourn—or cauſe him mourn. 


Why lov'd I thee, deſerving ſwain, | 
Yet ſtill thought ſhame—yet ſtill: thought ſhame, 
When he my yielding heart did gain, 

To own my flame—to own my flame ? 
Why took I pleafure to torment, 

And ſeem too coy—and ſeem too coy ? 
Which makes me now, alas ! lament 
My Dghred joy—my {lighted joy. 

Yet fair, white beauty's in its ſpring, 

Own your defire—own your deſire, f 
While love's young pow'r with his ſoft wing 
Fans up the fire—fans up the fire, | 

O do not with a filly pride, 

Or low deſign—or low deſign, 

Refuſe to be a happy bride, 

But anſwer plain but anſwer plain. 
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Thus the fair mourner wail'd her crime, 
With flowing eyes—with flowing eyes. 
Glad Jamic heard her all the time, 

Wich ſweet ſurpriſe—with ſweet ſurpriſe. 
Some god had led him to the grove ; 

His mind unchang'd—his mind unchang'd, 
Flew to her arms, and cry'd, My love, 

I am reveng*d—I am reveng'd! 


Pecer, I muſt love thee. 


As from a rock paſt all relief, 
The fſhipwreck'd Colin ſpying 
His native ſoil, o*crcome with grief, 
Half ſunk in waves, and dying: 
With the next morning-ſun he ſpies 
A ſhip, which gives unhop'd ſurpriſe : 
New life ſprings up, he lifts his eyes 
With joy, and waits her motion. 


So when by her whom long I lov'd, 
I ſcorr'd was, and deſerted, 

Low with deſpair my ſpirits mov'd 

lo be forever parted : 

Thus droop'd I, till diviner grace 

. I found in Peggy s mind and face; 

Ingratitude appear'd then baſe, 
But virtue more engaging. 


Then now ſince happily Pve hit, 
I'll have no more delay ing: 3 
Let beauty yield to manly wit, 
Me loſe ourſelves in ſtaying: 
Pll haſte dull courtſhip to a cloſe, 
Since marriage can my fears oppoſe : 
W ſhould we happy minutes loſe, 
Since Peggy I muſt love thee. 
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Men may be fooliſh if they pleaſe, 
And deem't a lover's duty, 

To ſigh and facrifice their caſe, 
Doting on a proud beauty ; 

Such was my cale for many a year, 

Still hope ſuccecding to my fear; 

Falſe Betty's charms now diſappear, 
Since Peggy's far outſhine chen. 


Bxssy BELL AND Mary GRAx. 


O Beſſey Bell and Mary Gray, 
They are twa bonny laſſies, | 
They bigg'd a bow'r on yon burn-brae; 
And theck'd it o'er wr raſhes, - 
Fair Beſſy Bell I 100'd yeſtreen, 
And thought I ne'er could alter; 
But Mary Gray's twa pawky cen, 
They gar my fancy falter. 


Now Beſſy's hair's like a lint tap; 
She ſmiles like a May morning. 
When Phaebus ſtarts frac Thetis? lap, 
The hills with rays adorning : 
White is her neck ſaft is her hand, 
Her waiſt and feet's ſu” genty ; 
Wich ilka grace ſhe can command; 
Her lips, O wow ! they're dainty. 


And Mary's locks are like a craw, 
Her cen like diamonds glances ; 
She's ay ſac clean, redd up, and braw, 
She kills whene'er ſhe dances : 
Blyth as a kid, with wit at will, 
She blooming tight and tall is ; 
And guides her airs ſac gracefu' ſtill, 
O Jove, ſhe's like thy Pallas. 
” 2 
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Dear Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 
Ye unco fair oppreſs us ; 
Our fancies jee between you twa, 
Ye are ſic bonny laſſies: 
Wac's me! for baith I canna get, 
To ane by law we're flented; 
Then Pll draw cuts and take my fate, 
And be with ane contented. - 


Pl never leave thee. 


J ONN V. 

THo” for ſeven years and mair, honour ſhou'd 

reave me, | (thee ; 
To fields where cannons rair, thou need na grieve 
For deep in my ſpirits thy ſweets are indented: 
And love ſhall preſerve ay what love has imprinted, 
Leave thee, leave thee, I'Il never leave thee, 
Gang the warld as it. will, deareſt, believe me. 


NELL x. 

O Jonny, Pm jealous whene'er ye diſcover 
My ſentiments yielding ye'll turn a looſe rover; 
And nought i' the warld wad vex my. heart ſairer 
If you prove unconſtant and fancy ane fairer 
Grieve me, grieve. me, oh it wad grieve me! 

A' the lang night and day, if you deccive me-. 


8 Jon xx. 
My Nelly let never ſic fancies oppreſs ye, 

For while my blood's warm, I'll kindly careſs ye; 

Your blooming ſaft beauties firſt heated love's fire, 


* Your virtue and wit make it ay flame the higher. 


Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee, 
Gang the warld as it will, deareſt believe me. 


NELLY: 


| Then Jonny, I frankly this minute allow ye 
To think me your mittrels, ſor love gars me trow ye: 


. 
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Thy beaunics did ſuch pleaſure give, 
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And gin you prove fauſe, to ye'r{ell be it ſaid then, 
'Ye'll win but ſma' honour to wrong a kind maiden. 


Reave me, reave me, heav'ns! it wad reave me 
Of my reſt night and day, if you deceive me. 


Jo N Nx. 
Bid ice ſhogles hammer red gauds on the ſtudy, 
And fair ſimmer-mornings nac mair appear ruddy, 


Bid Britons think ae gate, and when they obey ye 
But never till that time believe I'll betray ye, 


Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee ; 
The ſtarns ſhall gang witherſhins ere I deceive thees 


My Deary, if ye die. 


Lovx never more ſhall give me pain, 
My fancy's fix'd on thee, 


Nor ever maid my heart ſhall gain, 


My Peggy, if thou die. 


Thy love's ſo true to me: 
Without thee I ſhall never live, 
My deary, if thou die. 


If fate ſhall tear thee from my breaſt,. 
How ſhall I lonely ſtray ? 

In dreary dreams the night PII waſte, 
In fighs the filent day. EI 

I ne'er can ſo much virtue find, 
Nor ſuch perſection fee: _ 

Then I'll renounce all womankind,. 

My Peggy, after thee. 

Now new-blown beauty fires my heart 
With Cupid's raving rage, 


But thine which can ſuch ſweets impart, 


Muſt all the world engage. 


Twas this that like the morning ſun 


Gave joy and life to me; 
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And when its deſtin'd day is done, 
With Peggy let me die. 


Ye pow'rs that ſmile on virtuous love 
And in ſuch pleaſure thare ; 

You who its faithful flames approve, 
With pity view the fair; 

Reſtore my Peggy's wonted charms, 
Thoſe charms ſo dear to me 

Ohl never rob them ſrom thoſe arms: 
I'm loft if Peggy die. 


My Jo JANE T. 


SwerT Sir, for your courteſie, 

When ye come by the Baſs then, 
For the love ye bear to me, 

Buy me a keeking-glaſs then. 
Keek into the draw-well, 

T7 
And there yet ſee ye'r bonny ſell, 
Jo Janet. 

Kecking in the draw-well clear 
What if I ſhou'd fa? in ? | 
Syne a' my kin will ſay and ſwear, 

drown'd myſell for fin, 
Had the better be the brace, 
Janet, Janet; 
Had he better be the brae, 


My jo. Janet. 


Good Sir, for your courteſie, 
Coming thro' Aberdeen then, 
For the love you bear to me, 
Buy me a pair of ſhoon then. 
Clout the auld, the new are dear, 

Janet, Janet; 8 
Ae pair may gain ye Ba, Va year, 
| My jo Janet. 


* 
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But what if dancing on the green, 
And ſkipping like a mawking, 
If they ſhould ſee my clouted ſhoon, 
Of me they will be tauking, 
Dance ay laigb, and late at e en 
| Janet, Janet. 
Syne a' their fauts will not be ſeen, 
| My jo Fanet. 


Kind Sir, for your courteſie, 
When ye gae to the croſs then, 
For the love ye bear to me, 
Buy me a pacing horſe then. 
Page upo* your ſpinning-wheel, 
© Ne Janet; Janet, 
Pace up your ſpinning-wheet, 
My jo Janet. 


My ſpinning-wheel is auld and ſtiff, 
The rock o'c winna ſtand Sir, 
To keep the temper pin in tiff, p 
Employs aft my hand, Sir; 
Male the beſt o't that ye can, 
Janet, Janet, 

But like it never wale a man, 

jo Janet. 


s ON 6. 
Tune, Jobn Anderſon my jo. 


WHAT means this niceneſs now of late, 
Since time that truth does prove; 

Such diſtance may conſiſt with ſtate, 
But never will with love. 

?Tis either cunning or diſdain 
that does ſuch ways allow ; 

The firſt is baſe, the laſt is vain : 


May neither happen you, 
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For if it be to draw me on 

| You over-a& your part; 

And if it be to have me gone, 
You need not ha'f that art; 

For if you chance a look to caſt, 

That ſeems to be a frown, | 

I'll give you all the love that's paſt, 

he reſt ſhall be my own. | 


AuLD Roß MonRIs. 


Mirurx. 
Auro Rob Morris that wins in yon glen, (men, 
He's the king of goo fellows, and wale of auld 
Has fourſcore of black ſheep, and fourſcore too; 
Auld Rob Morris is the man ye maun loo. 


DovuGuTER. | 
Had you tongue mither, and let that abee, 
For his eild and my eild can never agree; 
They'll never agree, and that will be ſeen; 
For he is fourſcore, and Pm but fifteen. 


MrrnER. 
Had your tongue doghter, and lay by your pride, 
For he's be the Bridegroom, and ye's be the pride: 
He ſhall ly by your fide, and kiſs ye too; 
Auld Rob Morris is the man ye maun loo, 


| DovenTrR. 
Auld Rob Morris I ken him fou weel, 
His a it ſticks out like ony peat creel, 
He's outfhin'd, inkneed, and ringle ey'd too; 
Auld Rob Morris is the man I'll ne'er loo. 


- Mrrurn. | 
Though auld Rob Morris be an elderly man, 
Yet his auld braſs it will buy a new pan 3 
Then, doughter, ye ſhould na be ſo ill to ſhoo, 
For auld Rob Morris is the man ye maun loo. 
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| DouGUTER. 

But auld Rob Morris 1 never will hae, 

His back is ſae ſtiſf, and his Ren! is grown gray 
I had titter die than live wi? him a year ; 

Sac mair of Rob Morris I never will hear. 


Tune, Come #1/s with me, come clap with me, &c. 
PEGGY. 
My Jocky blyth, for what thou'ſt done, 
There is nac help nor mending ; 


For thou haſt jogg'd me out of tune, 
For a' thy fair pretending. 


My mither ſces a change on me, 


For my complexion daſhes, 
And this, alas! has been with thee 
Sac late amang the raſhes. 


Jockx. 
My Peggy, what I've ſaid J'Il do, 
To tree thee frae her ſeouling, 
Come then and let us buckle too, 
Nae langer let's be fooling ; 
For her content I'll inſtant wed, 
Since thy complexion daſhes ; 
And then we'll try a feather bed, - 
'Tis ſaſter than the raſhes. 


PEGGY. 

Then, Jocky, ſince thy love's ſac true, 
Let mither ſcoul I'm eaſy: 
Sac lang's I live I ne'er ſhall rue 

For what I've done to pleale thee 
And there's my hand I'ſe ne'er complain 

Oh! weel's me on the raſhes ; by 
Whene'er thou likes PII do't again, 

And a fig for a' their claſhes, 
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Tune, Rei s * eg Pinky mays: 


As Sylvia in a foreſt lay, 5 
To vent her wo alone ; 
Her ſwain Sylvander came that way, 


And heard her dying moan ; 


Ah! is my love (ſhe ſaid) to you 


So worthleſs and ſo vain ? 


Why is your wonted fondneſs now 
Converted to diſdain ? 


You vow'd the light ſhou'd darkneſs turn 
Ere you'd exchange your love; 


In ſhades now may creation mourn, 


Since you unfaithful prove. 
Was it for this I credit gave 

To ev'ry oath you ſwore ? 

But ah ! it ſeems the moſt deceive, 
Who molt our charms adore. 


Th plain your driſt was all deceit, 


The practice of mankind, 

las! I fee it but too late, 

My love had made me blind. 
For you, delighted I could die; 
Bat oh, with grief Pm fill'd,“ 
To think that credulons conſtant I 
Show'd by yourſelf be kill'd. 


This ſaid all breathleſs, ſick and pale, 
| Her head upon her hand, 

She found her. vital ſpirits fail, 

And ſenſes at a ſtand. 

Sylvander then began to melt ; 

But cre the word was given, 

The heavy hand of death ſhe felt, 

And ſigh'd ber ſoul to heaven. 
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The young Laird and Edinburgh Katy. 


Now wat ye wha I met yeſtreen, 
Coming down the ſtreet, my jo? 
My miſtreſs in her tzrtan ſcreen, 
Fu? bonny, braw and ſweet my jo? 
My dear, quoth T, thanks to the night, 
That never wiſh'd a lover ill. 
Since ye'ere out of our mother's fight, 
Let's tak a wauk up to the hill. IM 


O Katy, wilty? gang wi' me, 

And leave the dinſome town a while, 
The bloſſom's ſprouting ſrac the tree, 

And a' the ſimmer's gawn to ſmile, 
The mavis, nightingale, and lark, 

The blcating lambs and whiſtling hand, 
In ilka dale, green, ſhaw. and park, 

Will nourith health, and glad ye'er mind, 


Soon as the clear goodman of day 
Bends his morning draught ot dew, 

We'll gae to ſome burn ſide and Play, 4] 
And gather flow'rs to buſk ye'r brow; 
We'll pou the daiſies on the green 
The lucken gowans frac the bog: 

Between hands now and t'- well lean, 


And ſport upo? the on fog. 


There's up into a pleaſant glen, 
A wee piece frac my father's tow'r, 
A canny, ſaſt, and flow'ry den, 
Where circling birks nave ſorm'd a bow'r; 
Whene'er the ſun grows high and warm, 
We'll to the cauler ſhade remove, 
There will I lock thee in my arms 
And love and kiſs, and kits and love. 
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Katy's Anſwer. x cf 

M 

My mither's ay glowran o'er me, A: 

tho? ſhe did the {ame before me; O 

5 J canna get leave R. 

| to look to my love, | A 

Or elſe ſhe'll be like to devour me. di 
Right ſain wad TI tak yer offer, 

Swect Sir, but I'll tine my tocher; M 

Then Sandy yelll ſret, n T 

And wyte ye'er poor Kate . 

Whene'er ye keek in your toom coffer. V\ 

For tho' my father has plenty V 

Of ſiller and pleniſhing dainty, V 


Yet he's unco ſweer 
To twin wi' his gear 
And ſac we had need to be tenty. 


Tutor my parents wi” caution, by 
Be wylie in ilka motion, | q 
Bras well o' yer land, 5 7 
And there's my leal hand, J 
Win them, I'll be at your devotion. 
| f 1 
MARY SCO T. 
Haprr's the love which meets return, F 
| When in ſoſt flames fouls equal burn, 
| But words are wanting to di{cover 
| The torments of a hopeleſs lover. | 
| Ye regiſters of heaven, relate, L 
If looking o'er the rolls of fate, 
1 Did you there ſee me mark'd to marrow B 


Mary Scot the flow'r of Varrow? 
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Ah no! her form's too heav'nly fair, 
Her love the gods, above mult ſhare ; 
While mortals with deſpair explore her, 
And at a diſtance due adare her. 

O lovely maid ! my doubts beguile, 
Revive and bleſs me with a ſmile: 
Alas! if not, you'll ſoon debar a 
dighing ſwain the banks of Yarrow. 


Be huſh, ye fears, Pl not detpair ; 
My Mary's tender as the's fair; 
Then I'll go tell her all mine anguiſh, 
She is too good to let me languiſh: 
With ſucceſs erown'd Pl not envy 
The folks who dwell above the iky ; 


When Mary Scot's become my marrow, 


We'll make a paradiſe in Yarrow. 
Ober Bocix. 


T Will aua' i' my love, 

1 will aua wi Ber 

750 a my kin had ſtworm and ſaid, 

PH &er Bogie wi' Ber 

If I can get but her conſent, 

_ TI dinna care aſtrac ; © 

Tho ilka ane be diſcontent ; 
Awa' wi her V ll gae. 

1 will awa', &c. 


For now ſhe's miſtreſs of my heart, 
And wordy of-my hand, 
And well I wat we ſhanna part 
For filler or for land. 
Let rakes delyte to fwear and drink, 
And beaus admire fine lace. 
But my chief pleaſure is to blink 
On Betty s bonny face, 
I will aua', &c. 
F 2 
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There a' the beauties do combine, 
Of colour; treats, and air, | 

The ſaul that ſparkles in her een 
Makes her a jewel rare: 

Her flowing wit gives ſhining life 
To a' ber other charms ; 

How bleſt Pll be when ſhe's my wife, 

And lock'd up in my arms! 

IT will aua Ge. 


There blythly will T rant and "Ne 
While o'er her ſweets I range, 

Pll ery, Your Humble Servant, King, 
ſhame ſa' them that wad change 

A kiſs of Betty and a_ſmile, 
A*beit ye wad lay down 

The right ye hae to Britain's iſle, 
And offer me ye'r crown. 

T will awa, Cc. 


O'er the Moor to Maggy. 
Anp I'll o'er the moor to Maggy, 


Her wit and ſweetneſs call me 

Then to my fair I'll ſhow my mind, 
Whatever may befal me. 

If ſhe love mirth I'll learn to ſing ; 
Or likes the Nine to follow, 

I'Il lay my lugs in Pindus' ſpring, 
And invocate Apollo. 


Tf ſhe admire a martial mind, 
I'll ſheath my limbs in armour, 
If to the ſoſter dance inclin'd, 
With gayeſt airs PII charm her: 
If ſhe love granceur, day and night, 
I'll plot my nation's glory, | 
Find favour in my prince's ſight, 
And ſhine in future ſtory. 


Be 
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Beauty can wonders work with eaſe 
Where wit is correſponding ; 

And braveſt men know beſt to pleaſe, 
With complaiſance abounding. 

My bonny Maggy's love can turn 
Me to what thape ſhe pleaſes, 

If in her breaſt that flame (hall burn, 

Which in my boſom blazes. 


PoLWART on the GREEN. 


At Polwart on the Green 
If pou'll meet me the morn, 
Where laſſes du convene 
To dance about the thorn, 
A kindly welcome you thall meet 
Frac her wha likes to view 


A lover and a lad complete, 
The lad and lover you. 


Let dorty dames ſay Na, 
As lang as c'er they pleaſe, 
Seem caulder than the ſna', 
While inwardly they blecze ; 
But I will frankly ſhaw my mind, 
And yield my heart to thee ; 
Be ever to the captive kind, 
That langs na to be free. 


At Polwart on the green, 
Amang the new-mawn hay, 
With ſangs and dancing keen 
We'll paſs the hcartſome day. 
At mght if beds be oer throng laid, 
And thou be twin'd of thine, 
Nou ſhalt be welcome my dear lad, 
To take a part of mine. 


F 3 
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Joux Hav's bonn) Laſſie. 


By ſmooth winding FAY a ſwain was re: lining, 
Aft cry'd he, Oh hey? maun I ſtill live pining 
Myſell thus away and darna diicover 
To my bonny Hay, that I am her lover? 


Nae mair it will hide, the flames waxes ſtranger: 
Is ſhe's not my bride my days are nae langer: 
Then J'll take a heart and try at a venture, 


- May be, ere we part, my vows may content her, 


She's freſh as the ſpring, and ſweet as Aurora, 


When bir,'s mount and ſing, bidding day a good mor. 
The ſward of the mead, enamcl'd with dates (row, 
Look wither'd and dead, when twin'd of her graccs 


But if ſhe appear where verdures invite her, 


The fountain run clear, and flow'rs ſmell the ſweeter: 


*Tis heaven to be by, when her wit is a-flowing. 
Her ſmiles and bright eye let wy fg a glow ing. 


The mair that I gaze, the deeper I am ended 
Struck dumb with ameze, my mind is confounded: 
I'm all on a fire dear maid to careſs ye, 


For a' my deſire is 0 s bonny laſſic. 


"TEK. ARINE Oc1e. 


As walking forth to view the plain, 
Upon a morning early, 
While May's ſweet ſcent did chear my brain 
From flowers which grew ſo rarely: 
I chane*d to mect a pretty mai, 
She ſhin'd thovgh it was fogey ; a 
L aik'd ker name: west Sir, ſhe (aid, 
My name is Katharine Ogic. 


SE I 
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1 ſtood a while, and did admire, 
To ſee a nymph fo ſtately ; 
So briſk an air there did appear 


In a country maid ſo neatly ; T 


Such natural {weetneſs the diſplay'd, 
Like a lilie in a Bogie ; 
Diana's ſelf was ne'er array'd 
Like this ſame Katharine Ogie. 


Thou flow'r of ſemales, beauty's queen, 
Who ſees thee ſure mutt prize thee : 


Though thou art dreis'd in robes but mean, 


Yee thefe cannot diſguiſe thee ; 

Thy handſome air, and graceful look, 
Far excels any clowmih rogie; 

Thou'rt match for laird, or lord, or duke, 
My charming Katharine Ozie. 


O were I but ſome ſhepherd ſwain !. 
To feed my flock befide thee. 

At boughting time to leave the plain, 
In milking to abide thee, 

T'd think myſelf a happier man, 
With Kate, my Club and dogie, 

Than he that hugs his thouſands ten,.. 
Had I but Katharine Ogic. 


Then I'd deſpiſe th' imperial throne, 
And ſtateſmens dang'rous ſtations, 
Pd be no King, I'd wear no crown, 

I'd ſmile at conq'rißg nations: 
Might I careſs and till poſſeſs 
This laſs of whom I'm vogie; 
For theſe are toys and ſtill look leſs,. 
Compar'd with Katharine Ogic, 


But I ſear the gods have not decreed. 

| For me ſo fine a creature, 

Whole beauty rare makes her exceed 
All other works in nature. 
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Clouds of deſpair ſurround my love, 
That are both dark and foggy : 
Pity my cate, ye powers above, 


Elſe L dic for Katharine Ogie. 


An thou were my ain thing. 


Or race divine thou needs mult be, 
Since nothing earthly cquals thee, 
For Heavens ſake, O favour me, x 
Who only lives to love thee, 
A thou were my ain thing, 
1 would tove thee, I would love thee, 
An thou were my ain thing, 


How dearly would ] love thee ! 


The gods one thing peculiar have, 

To ruin none whom they can fave ; 

O! for their ſake ſupport a ſlave, 
Who only lives to love thee. 
An thou were &c. 


To merit I no claim can make, 
But that I love, and for your ſake, 
What man can name ÞFll undertake. 
So dearly do I love thee. 
An thou were, &c. 


My paſſion, conſtant as the ſun, 


Flames ſtronger ſtill, will ne'er have done 


Till fates my thread of life have ſpun, ' 
Which breathing out I'll love thee ; 
As thou were, &c. 


” * * * * N N N N N N 


Like bees that ſip the morning dew, 
Frae flow'rs of ſweeteſt tcent and hue, 
Sac wad I dwell upo' thy mou” 
And gar the gods envy me. 
An thou were, &c, 


Sac lang's I had the uſe of light, 
Id on thy beautics feaſt my ſight, 


Syne in ſaſt whiſpers through the night, 


Fd tell how much I loo'd thee 
An thou were, &c. 


How fair and ruddy is my Jean! 
She moves a goddeſs o'er the green 
Were I a king, thou ſhould be queen, 
Nane but myſell aboon thee. 
An thou were &c. 


I'd graſp thee to this breaſt of mine, 
Whilſt thou like ivy, or the vine, 
Around my ſtronger limbs ſhou'd twine, 
Form'd hardy to defend thee, 
An thou were, &e. 


Time's on the wing, and will not ſtay, 
In ſhining youth let's make our hay ; 
Since love admits of nae delay 
O let nae ſcorn undo thee, 
An thou were, &c. 


While Love does at his altar ſtand, 
Hae there's my heart, gi'e me thy hand, 


And, with ilk ſmile, thou ſhalt command 


The will of him wha loves thecs 
An thou were, &c. 
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There's my Thumb I'll ne'er beguile thee. 


Mx ſweetcſt May, let love incline thee, 
T' accept a heart which he deſigns thee ; 
And, as your conſtant ſlave, regard it, 
Syne for its faithſulneſs reward it. 

is proof a- ſnot to birth or money, 

But yields to what is ſweet and bonny; 
Receive it then with a kiſs and a ſmily, - 
There's my thumb *twill ne'er beguile ye. 


How tempting ſwect theſe lips of thine are, 
Thy boſom white and legs ſae fine are, 
That, when in pools I ſce thee clean em, 
They carry away my heart between *em, 

I with, and I w if, while it gees duntin, 

O gin I had thee on a monntain, 

Tho? kith and kin and a' ſhou'd revile thee, 
There's my thumb. L'l nc'er beguile thee. 


Alane throw flow'ry hows I Lander, 
Tenting my flocks left they ſhou'd wander, 
Gin thou'll gac alang PII dawt the gaylic, 
And gi'e my thumb I'll ne'er beguile thee, 
O my dear laſſie, it is but daflin, 
To had thy wooer ay niff-naffin. 

That na, na, na, I hate it moſt vilely, 

O Ly Yes, and Tn neꝰer beguile thee. 


For the Love of Jean. 


Jour ſaid to Jeany, Jeany, wilt thou do't ? 
Neer a fit quo? Jeany, for my tocher-good, 
For my tocher good I winna marry thee. 
Lens ye like, quo” Jonny, ye may lat it be. 


I 
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1 hae gowd and gear, I hae land enough 
hae ſeven good owſen ganging in a pleugh, 


Ganging in a pleugh, and linking o'er the lee? 


And gin ye winna tak me, I can let it ye be. 


I hae a good ha? houſe, a barn and a byre, 
A ſtack atore the door, I'll make a rantin fire 
Vil make a rantin fire, and merry ſhall we be 
And gin ye winna tak me, I can let ye be. 


Jeany ſaid to Jocky, Gin ye winna tell, 

Ye ſhall be the lad, I'Il be the laſs myſell. 
Ye're a bonny lad, and I'm a laſſie free, 
Ye're welcomer to tak me than to let me be. 


. 


s O N G: 
Tune, Peggy 1 muſt love thee. 


BrxrAr a beech's grateſui ſhade, 
Young Colin lay complaining 

He ſigh'd, and ſcem*d to love a maid, 
Without hopes of obtaining: 

For thus the ſwain indulg'd his grief, 
Though pity cannot move thee, 

Though thy hard heart gives no relief, 
Yet, Peggy, | muit love thee, 


Say, Peggy, what has Colin done, 
That thus vou cruelly uſe him ? 
If love's a fault, 'tis that alone 
For which you itould excuſe him. 
(Twas thy dear ſelf firft rais*d this flame, 
This fire by which I languiſh; 
. *Tis thou alone ean quench the ſame, 
And cool its ſcorching anguilh. 
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For thee I leave the ſportive plain, 


| Where every maid invites me, : 
For thee ſole cauſe of all my pain, 0 
For thee that only flights me, Mrs 
This love that fires my faithful heart C 
Be all but thee's commended 
Oh! would thou act ſo good a part, 0 
My grief might ſoon be ended. 
That beauteous breaſt. ſo ſoſt to keel, 1 
Secm'd tenderneſs all over. A 
Yet it defends thy heart like ſteel, B 
Gainſt thy deſpairing lover. 
Alas! tho* ſhould it ne'er relent, Pr 
Nor Colin's care cer move thee, 
Vet till life's lateſt breath is ſpent, I 
My Peggy I muſt love thee. | * 
Genty Tibby and ſonſy Nelly. 
Tune, T:ibby Fowler in the glen, Ne 
| K | Be 
Tiny has a ſtore o“ charms, In 
Her genty ſbape our fancy warms ; An 


How ſtrangely can her ſma* white arms 
Fetter the lad who looks but at her? 

Frae er ancle to her ſlender waiſt, An 
theſe ſweets conceal'd invite to dawt her; 

Her roſy cheek and riſing breaſt ; 


Gar ane*'s mouth guſh bowt fu o* water, Th 
Oe 

Nelly: s gawſy, ſaft and gay, Nac 
Freſh as che lucken flowers in May; | Ti 


Ilk ane that ſees her cries Ab hey, 
She's Bonny! O I wonder at her | 
The dimples of her chin and cheek. D'y 
And limbs ſae plump invite to dawt her, 
Her lips fac ſweet, and ſkin ſae fleck, 
Gar mony mouths beſide mine water, 
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Now ſtrike my finger in a bore, 
My wyſon with tie maiden ſhore, 
Gin I can tell whilk I am for, 

When theſe twa ſtars appcar che gither. 
O love! why doſt thou gre thy fires 

Sac large while we're oblig'd to nither 
Our ſpacious ſauls immenſe deſires, 

And ay be in a hanker in ſwither. 


Tibbl/s ſhape and airs are fine, 
And Neliy's beauties are divine: 
But ſince they canna baith be mine, 
Ye gods, give ear to my petition ; 
Provide a good lad for the tane 
But let it be with this proviſion, 
] get the other to my lane, 
In proſpect plano and fruition. 


Up inthe AIR, 


Now the fan's gane out of o'fight, 
Beet the ingle, and ſnuff the light; 
In glens the fairies ſkip and dance, 
And witches wallop o'er to France, 
Up in the air 
On my bonny gray mare 
And I ſee her yet, and I ſee her ye 
Up in, &c. of 


The wind's drifting hail and, ſna'. 
Yer frozen hags like a foot bal, 
Nae ſtarns keck through th' azure (lit, 
Tis cauld, and mirk as ony pit. 
The man i' the moon 
Is carouſing aboon. 
Dye ſec, d've ſec, dye ſee him 1252 
The man, &c. 
Vor G 
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Take your glaſs. to clear your cen, 

"Tis the elixir heals the ſpleen, 

Baith wit and mirth it will inſpire, 

And gently pufls the lover's fire. 
Up in the air, 
It drives away Care ; 

Ha'e wi'ye, ha'e wi'ye, and ha'e wi ye, lads, yet. 
Up in, &c. 


Steek the doors, keep out the ſroſt; 
Come, Willie, g's about your toaſt, 
TiPt lads and hilt it out, 
And let us ha'e a blythlome bout. 

Up wrt there, there, 

Dinna cheat, but drink fair ; EY 

Huzza, huzza, and huzza, lads yet. m7 
Up wi't, &e. | 
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Fry gar rub her o'er wi” Strae. 


Gin ye meet a bonny laſſie, 
SGi'e her a kiſs and let her pac, 
But if ye meet a dirty huſſy, 
Fy gar rub her o'cr wi' ſtrae. 


aA fret Doi. 


Be ſure ye dinna quit the grip 
Of iIka joy, when ye are young, 
Before auld age your vitals nip, 
And lay ye twaſald oer a rung. 


Sweet youtl's a blyth and heartſome time; 
Then, lads and laſſes, while 'tis May, 
Gac pu? the gowan in its prime, 
| Before it wither and decay. 


hed vv 44 hed 


Watch the ſaſt minutes of delyte, 
When Jeany ſpeaks beneath her breath, 
And kiſſes, laying a' the wyte 
On you, if lhe kep ony ſhaith., 


OF CHOICE SONGS. 75 


Haith ye're ill-bred, ſhe'll ſmiling ſay, 
Ye'll worry me, ye greedy rook : 
Syne frac your arms {he*ll rin away, 


And hide herſelf in ſome dark nook. 


Her laugh will lead you to the place 
Where lies the happineſs you want 

And plainly tell you to your face, 
Nintcen na-ſays are ha'f a grant. 


Now to her heavy boſom cling, 
And ſweetly toolie for a kiſs: 
Frae her fair finger whoop a ring. 

As taiken of a future bliſs, 


Theſe benniſons Pm very ſure, 
Are of the gods indulgent grant : 
Then, ſurely earls, whiſht, forbear 


To plague us with your whining cant. 


PATE and PEGGY. 
PATIE. 
By the delicious warmneſs of thy mouth, 
And rowing eye, which ſmiling tells the truth, 
T gueſs, my laſſie, that, as well as I, | 
TOY re made for love, and why ſhould ye deny? 


PE GGYs * 1 
But ken ye, lad, gin we confeſs o'er ſoon, = 

Ye think us cheap, and ſyne the wooing's done : wy 
The maiden that o'er quickly tines her pow'r, 77 
Like unripe fruit, will taſte but hard and four. nt 


PATTIE. 7 5 
But when they hing o'er lang upon the tree, be 
Their ſweetneſs they may tine; and ſae may ye: 
Red checked you completely ripe appear, 
And I have thol'd and woo'd a lang ha'f year. 

G 2 
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PzGGY. \ 
Then dinna pu' me; gently thus I fa” | 
Into my Patic's arms for good and a- 1 
But ſtint your wiſhes to this ſrank embrace, 
And mint nae farther till we've got the grace. | 
PAT II. / 


O charming armſu* ! hence, ye cares away, 
Pl kiſs my treaſure a' the live lang day: 20a 
A' the night Ill dream my kiſles o'er again, 7 
Till that day come that ye'll be a' my ain. 


Cnonus, 
Sun, Gallop down the weſt lin Mies, / 
Gang ſoon to bed and quickly riſe ; 
O laſh your ſteeds poſt time away, 
Ard hafte about our bridal day; 
And if ye're wearti'd, bonelt light, 
Sleep gin ye like a week that nights . 


The Mill, Mill—O. 


BExxEATH a green ſhade I {and a fair maid, 
Was ſleeping ſound and ftill—O 


A' lowan wi' love, my fancy did rove = 
Around her with good will—O 

Her boſom | preſs'd ; but ſunk in her reſt, 7 
She ſtirr'dna my joy to ſpill- O: 5 

While kindly ſhe ſlept cloſe to her I crept, 

And kiſs'd and kiſs'd her my fill O. a 

Oblig'd by command in Flanders to land, a 


T' employ my courage and ſkill— O, 
Frae her quietly I ſtaw, hoiſt ſails and awa', 

For the wind blew fair on the bill—O 
Twa years brought me hame, where loud-frailing 

Tald.me with a voice right ſhrill-O, (fame) 
My laſs, like a fool, had mounted the ſtool, 

Nor kend wha had done her the ill—O. 
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Mair fond of her, eharms, with my ſon in her arms 
I ferlying ſpeer'd how the fell O 

W? the tcar in her eye, quoth ſhe let me die, 
Sweet 5 gin I can tell—O 

Love gave thee command, I took her by the hand, 
And bade her a' ſears expel—O. 

And nac mair look wan, for J was the man 


Wha had dpne her the deed my ſell-O. 


My bonny ſweet laſs, on the gowany graſs, 
Beneath the Shilling hill—O 

If I did offence, Pſe make ye amends 
Before I leave Peggy's mill—O 

O the mill, mill O, and the kill, til] —O, 
And the coggin of thee wheel -O: 

The ſack and the fieve, a' that ye maun leave 
And round with a fodger reel W. 


CoLin and GR1syY parting. 
Tune, Wos my beart that we ſhould ſunder. 


Wirn broken words, and down chft eyes, 
Poor Colin ſpoke his paſſion tender; 

And, parting with his Griſy, cries, 
Ah! wo's my heart that we ſhould ſunder. 


To others I am as cold as ſnow, 
But kindl&yith thine eyes like tinder N 
From thee with pain I'm fore*d to go: | 8 
It breaks my heart that we ſhould ſunder. a 


Chain*d to thy charms, I cannot range, | 
No beauty new my love ſhall hinder, + 1-4 
Nor time nor place ſhall ever change 
My vows, though we're oblig'd to ſunder, 
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The image of thy graceful air, 
And beauties which invite our wonder, 
Thy lively wit and prudence rare, 

Shall {till be preſent, tho“ we ſunder. 


Dear nymph, believe thy ſwain in this, 


You'll neter engage a heart that's kinder ; 3 


Then ſeal a promiſe with a kits, 
Always. to love me though we ſunder.. 


Ye gods take care of my dear laſs, 
that as I leave her I may find her, 


When that bleſs'd time ſhall come to paſs; 


We'll mect again, and never ſunder. 


The GaBgERLUNZzI E-Max. 


7 BF. pawky auld earle came ober the lee,, 
Wi* mony good eicns. and days to me, 

Saying/ Goodwiſe for your courteſie, 
Will you lodge a filly poor man:? 

The night was cauld, the carl was wat, 

And. down, ayont the ingle he ſat ; 

My doughter's ſhoulders he gan to clap,, 

And cadgily ranted and ſang. 


O wow ! quo he, were I as ſree 

As faſt when I ſaw. this country, 

How blyth and merry wad I be, 
And I wad never think lang. 

He grew canty, and ſhe grew fain;. 

But little did her auld minny ken 

What this {lee twa togicher were ſayeng; 
When wooing they were ſac thrang. 


And O!] quo“ he, an ye were as black 
As eber the:crown of my daddy's hat, 
"11s I wad lay the by my back, 

And awa* wi* me thou ſhou'd gang. 


wA vy A S In. od | — Wd by. ho” 
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And O! quo? ſhe, an I were as white 
As e' er the inaw lay on the dyke, _ 
I'd clead me bra and lady like, 

And awa with thee I wou'd gang. 


Between the twa was made a plot; 
They raiſe a wee before the cock, 
And wilily they thot the lock, 

And faſt to the bent are gane, 
Up in the morn the auld wife raiſe, 
And at her leiſure put on her claile, * 
Syne to the ſervants bed the gaes, 

To ſpeer for'the filly poor man. 


She gaed to the bed were the beggar lay, 
The ſtrae was cauld, he was away, 
She clapt her hands, cry'd, Waladay, 

For ſome of our gear will be gane. 
Some ran to coffers and ſome to kiſts. 
But nought was ſtown that could be miſt : | 
dhe danc'd her lane cry'd Praiſe be bleſt, 

I've lodg'd a leel poor man. 


Since naething's awa', as we can learn, 
The kirn's to kirn, and milk to earn, 
- Gae but the houſe laſs and waken my bairn 
And bid her come quickly ben. 
The ſervant gaed where the doughter lay, 
The ſheets were cauld and ſhe was away, 
And faſt. to her goodwife did ſay, 
She's aff with the Gaberlunzie-man. 


O fy gar ride, and fy gar rin, 

And haſte ye find theſe traitors again; 246 

For ſhe's be brunt, and he's be ſlain, 1 
The weariſu' Gaberlunzie- man 

Some rade upo? horſe ſome ran a- fit, 

The wife was wood an out o' her wit: 

She cou'd na gang, nor could ſhe fit. 
But ay ſhe curs'd and ſhe bann'd. 
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Mean time far hind out o'er the lee, 
Fu? ſnug in a glen, where nane could ſee, 
The twa, with kindly ſport and glee, 

Cut frac a new cheſe a wang, 
The priving was good it pleas'd them baith, 
To lo'e her ay, he gae her his aith, 
Quo ſhe, to leave thee I will be laith, 

My winſome Gaberlunzie- man. 


O kend my minny I were wi' you, 
F1l fardly wad ſhe'd crook her mou”, 
Sic a poor man the'd never trow, 
After the Gaberlunzic-man. 
My dear, quo he, ye're yet o'er young, 
And hae na learn!d the beggar's tongue, 
Fo follow me frac town to town, 


And carry the Gaberlunzie on, 


WY cauk and keel I'll win your bread, 
And ſpindles and whorles for them wha need 
Whilk is a gentle trade indeed, 
to carry the Gaberlunzie on, 
I'll bow my leg and crook my knee, 
And draw a black clout o'er my eye, 
A criple or blind they will ca? me, 
While we tliall be merry and ſing. 


Tur ConDial. 
Tune, Where ſhall our goodman lie. 
"NE" 
I WnrnE wad bonny Annie lie! 
| Alane nae mair ye mana lie 


Wad ye a goodman ty ? 
Is that the thing yere lacking! 
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SHE. | 


Can a laſs ſae young as | 

Venture on the bridal tie, 

Sync down with a goodman lie? 
I'm flee'd he'll keep me wauking. 


| HE 
Never judge until ye try, 
Make me your goodman, I 
Shanna hinder you to lie, 


And ſleep till ye be weary, 


SHE 
What if I ſhou'd wauking lie, 
When the hoboys arc gawn by, 
Will ye tent me when I cry, 
My dear I'm faint and iry ? 


| H E. 

In my boſom thou ſhalt lie, 

When thou waukrife art, or dry, 

Healthy cordial flanding by, 
Shall preſently revive thee. 


| SHE 
To your will I then comply, 
Join us, Prieſt, and let me try 
How I'll wi“ a goodman lie, 
Wha can a cordial give me. 


Ew-Bughts Marion. 


Wir ye go to the ew-bughts Marion, 
And wear in the ſheep wi' me? 
The ſun ſhines ſweet my Marion, 
But nae half ſo ſweet as thee. 
O Marion's a bonny laſs, 
And the blyth blink's in her eye; 
And fain wad I marry Marion, 
Gin Marion wad marry me. 
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There's — in your garters, Marion, 
And ſilk on your white hauſs-bane ; 

Fu' fain wad I marry my Marion, 
At ev'n when I come hame 

There's braw lads in Larnſlaw Marion, 
Wha gape, and glowr with their eye, 


At kirk, when they ſee my Marion; 


But nane of them lo'es like me. 


Pve nine milk ews my Marion; 
A cow and a brawny quey, 
III gi'e them a' to my Marion, 
Juſi on her bridal day; 
And ye's get a green ſey apron, 
And waiſtcoat of the London brown, 
And vow but ye will be vapring. 
Whene'cr ye gang to the town. 


I'm young and ſtout my Marion ; 
Nane dances like me on the green; 
And gin ye forſake me, Marion, 
PH e'en gae draw up wi' Jean: 
Sac put on your pearlins Marion, 
And kyrtle of the eramaſie; 


And ſoon as my chin has nae hair on, 


I ſhall come welt and fee = 


The blythſome Bridal. 


Fr let us a' to the bridal, 


For there will be lilting there; 
For Jocky's to be married to 8 
the laſs wi' the gowden hair. 


And there will be Ie kail and pottage, 


And bannocks of barley meal ; 


And there wilk-be good fawt herring, 


to reliſh a cog of rs _ 
Fy let us, Kc. 
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And there will be Sawny the ſutor 
And Will wi' the meikle mou” ; 
And there will be Tam the blutter, 
With Andrew the: tinkler, I trow ; « 
And there will be bow-legg'd Robbie, 
With thumbleſs Katy's goodman ; 
And there will be blue-cheeked Dowbie, 
And Lawric the laird of the land. 
Fy let us, Kc. 


And there will be ſow-libber Patie, 
And plucky-fac'd Wat i' the mill, 7 
Caper- nos d Francie and Gibbie, 
That wins in the how of the hill; 
And there will be Alaſter Sibbie, 
Wha in with black Bethe did moo], 
With fnivelling Lilly and Tibby, 
The laſs that ſtands aſt on the ſtool. 
| Fy let us, &c. 


And Madge that was buckled to Steenie, 
And coft him grey breeks to his arſe, 
Who aſter was hangit for ſtealing, 
Great merey it happen'd na warſe: 
And there will be gleen Geordy Janners, 
And Kirſh wi? the lilly-white leg, 
Wha gade to the ſouth for manners, 
And bang'd up her wame in Mons-meg 
Fy let us, &c, 


And there will be Judan Maclawrie, 
And blinkin daft Barbara Macleg, 
Wi' flae-lugged ſharney-tac'd Lawrie, 

And ſhangy-mou'd haluket Meg 
And there will be happer-ars'd Nanſy, 
And fairy fac'd Flowrie by name, 

Muck Madie, and fat-hippit Grity, 
The laſs wi' the gowden wame. 
Fy let us, &c. 
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And there will be Girn-again-Gibbie 
With his glaikit wife Jenny Bell, 
And mille-thinn'd Mungo Macapie, 
The lad that was ſkipper himſell. 
There lads and laſſes in pearlings 
Will feaſt in the heart of the ha? 
On {ybows, and rifarts, and carlings, 
That are baith ſodden and raw. 
y let us, &c. 


And there will be fadges and brachan, 


With fowth of good gabbocks of ſkate 
Powfowdy, and drammock, and crowdy, 
And cauler nowt-feet in a plate. 
And there will be partans ana buckies, 
And whitens and ſpeldings enew, 


With ſinged ſheep heads, and à haggies, 


And ſcadlips to ſup till ye ſpew. 
Ey let 15, &c. 


And there will be Aer duk kebbocks 


And ſowns, and farts, and: baps, 


With ſwats, and well ſcraped paunches, 


And brandy in ſtoups and in caps : 
And there will be meal-kail and caſtocks 
With ſkink to ſup till ye rive, 


And roaſts to roaſt on a brander, 


Of flowks that were taken alive. . 
Fy let us, &c. 


Serapt haddocka, wilks, dulſe and tangle, 


And a mill of good ſniſhing to prie ; 


When weary with eating and drinking, 


We'll riſe up and dance till we dic. 
Then fy let us d to the bridal, | 
For there will be lilting there ; 
For Focky'*s to be married to Maggie, 
The laſs wr the e hatr. 


C 
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Taz lawland lads think they are fine; 
But O they're vain and idly gaudy ! 

How much unlike that gracefu' mein, 
And manly looks of my highland ladie 

O my benny. bonny highland laddie, 

My band ſome, charming highland ladie * 

May hearen ſtill guard, and love reward 

Our lawland laſe and her highland laddic. 


If I were free at will to chuſe 
To be the wealthieſt lawland lady, 
I'd tak young Donald without trews 
With Bonnet blue, and belted plaidy. 
O my bonny, &c. 


The braweſt beau in borrows-town. 
In a' his airs, with art made ready, 
Compar'd to him, h.e*s-but a clown ; 
He's finer far in's tartan plaidy. 
O my bonny, &Cc. 
O''er benty hills with him Pl ran, 
And leave my lawland kin and dady ; 
Frae winter's cauld and ſummer's ſun, 
He'll ſereen me with his tartan plaidy. 


O my bonny, &c. 


A painted room and ſilken bed, 

May pleaſe a lawland laird and lady ; 
But I can kiſs and be as glad, 

Behind a buth in's Highland plaidy. | 
O my bonny, &c. 


Few compliments between us ps, 

I ca? him my dear Highland laddie, 
And he ca's me his lawland laſs, 
gSyne rows me in beneath his plaidy. 
0 my bonny, &. 
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Nae greater joy Pl cer pretend, 


Than that his love prove true and ſteady, 8 
Like mine to him, which ne'er ſhall end, 
While heaven preſerves my Highland laddie. 1 


O my bonny, &c. 


Arian Wars, 
Or, My Love Annie's very bonny. 


WiraT numbers can the muſe repeat ? nl. 
What verſe be found to praiſe my Annic ? 

On her ten thouſand graces wait, A 
Each ſwain admires and owns her bonny. 

vince firſt ſhe trod the happy plain, 1 
She {et each youthful heart on hire ; 

Each nymph does to her ſwain complain, B 
That Annie kindles new deſire. 

This lovely darling deareſt care, H 
This new delight this charming Annie, 

Like ſummer's dawn, ſhe's freſh and ſair, U 

When PFlora's fragrant breezes fan ye. 7 

All day the am'rous youths conveen, 

Joyous they ſport and play before her; A 

All night, when ſhe no more is ſeen, ' 
In blisful dreams they ſtill adore her. 

Among the crowd Amyntor came, H 
He look'd, he lov'd, he bow'd to Aonie ; ; leis 

H's riſing ſighs expreſs his flame, n 

His words were ſew, his wiſhes many A 

With ſmiles the lovely maid reply*d, | 
Kind ſliepherd, why thould I deceive ye? J 

Alas | your love muſt de deny'd, A 
This deſtin'd breaſt can ne'er 'reliere ye. 

Voung Damon came vith Cupid's art, an 
His wiles, his ſmiles. his charms b2guiling, * 


Hie ſtole away my virgin heart; 
Ceaſe, poor Amyntor, ceaſe bewailing; 
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Some brighter beauty you may find, 


On yonder plain the nymphs are many ; 


Then chuſe ſome heart that's unconfin'd, 
And leave to Damon his own Annie. 


The Collier's bonny Laſſie. 


Tux collier has a daughter, 
And O the's wonder bonny ; 

A laird he was that ſought her, 
Rich baith in lands and money ; 

The tutors watch'd the motion 

Of this young honeſt lover 

But love is like the ocean ; 
Wha can its deeps diſcover ? 


He had the art to pleaſe ye, 
And was by a' reſpetted, 
His airs ſat round him eaſy, 

Genteel but unaffected. 
The collier's bonny laſſie, ; 
Fair as the new-blown lillie, 

Ay ſweet and never ſaucy, 
Secur'd the heart of Willie. 


He lov'd beyond expreffion 
The charms that were about her, 
And panted for poſſeſſion, | 
His life was dull without her, 
Aſter mature reſolving, | 
Cloſe to his breaſt he held her, 
In ſafteſt flames diſſolving, 
He tenderly thus tell'd her, 


My bonny collier's daughter, 
Legt nacthing diſcompoſe ye, 
"Tis no your ſcanty tocher 
Shall ever gar me loſe ye: 
rn” HT 
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For I have gear in plenty, 
And love ſays, tis my duty 

To ware what heav'n has lent me 
Upon your wit and beauty. 


Where Herz lies. 


2 T0 in Mourning. 


An! why thoſe tears in Nelly's eyes? 
To hear thy tender fighs and cries, 
The gods ſtand liſtning from the ſkies, 
1 Pleas'd with thy piety. | 
Io mourn the dead dear nymph forbear, 
And of one dying take a care, 
| ' Who views thee as an angel fair, 
k Or ſome divinity. 


1 O be leſs graceful, or more kind, 

| And cool this fever of my mind, 

Caus'd by the boy ſevere and blind ; 
- Wounded I figh for thee ; 

While hardly dare J hope to riſe 

To ſuch a height by Hymen's ties, 

To lay me down where Helen lies, 
And with thy charms be free. 


. RV EOER'S RS. 


When ſuch a ſov'reign cure is by? 
No; ſhe can love, and T'll go try, 

Whate'er my fate may be; | 
Which ſoon PII read in her bright eyes, 
With thoſe dear agents PII adviſe, | 
They tell the truth when tongues tell lies 

The leaſt behev'd by me. 


1 Then muſt I hide my love and die, 


OF CHOICE SONGS. % 
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Tune, Gallow/hrets. 
An the ſhepherd's mournſul fate, 
When doom'd to love, and doom'd to Ianguiſh, 
To bear the ſcornſul fair one's hate, 
Nor dare diſcloſe his anguiſhs 
Vet eager looks, and dying fizhs, 
_My ſecret ſoul diſcover, 
While rapture trembling through mine eyes, 
Reveals how much I love her, © 
The tender glance, the redd'ning cheek, 
O'erſpread with rifing bluſhes, 
A thouſand various ways they ſpeak 
A thouſand various wiſhes, ; 
For oh ! that form ſo heavenly fair, % 
Thoſe languid eyes ſo ſweetly ſmiling, 
That artleſs bluſh, and modeſt air, 
So ſataPy beguiling. 
Thy every look, and every grace, 
So charm whene'er I view thee. 
Till death o'ertake me in the chace, 
Still will my hopes purſue thee 
Then when my teqtious hours are paſt, 
Be this laſt bleſkng given, 
Low at thy feet to breathe my laſt, 
And dic in ſight of heaven. 


To L. + M. 


Tune, Rantin roaring Wille. 


O Marr | thy graces and glances, 
Thy ſmiles ſo inchantingly gay, 

And thoughts ſo divinely_harmonious, 
Clear wit and good 3 diſplay, 
| 5 
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But ſay not thou' lt imitate angels 

Ougnht fairer, though ſcarcely, ah me! 
Can be found equꝭ lizing thy merit, 

A match amongſt mortals for thee. 


Thy many fair beauties ſhed fires 

May warm up ten thouſand to love, 
Who deſpairing may fly to ſome other, 

While I may deſpair, but never rove.. 

What a mixture of ſighing and joys 

This diſtant adoring of thee - 
Gives to a fond heart too aſpiring, 

Who loves in fad filence like me:. 


Thus looks the beggar on treaſure, 
And ſhipreck'd. on landſcapes on ſhore : 
Be ſtill more divine and have pity ;. 
l die ſoon as hope is no more. 
For. Mary, my ſodl is thy captive, 
Nor love, nor expects to be free ;; 

Thy beauties are fetters delightful, 

Thy flav*ry's. a pleaſure to me. 


This is no mine ain houſe, 


Tuis is not mine ain houſe, 
I ken by the rigging o't ;. 

Since with my love Pve changed vows;. 
I dinna like the bigging-o't. . | 

For now that I'm young Robies bride, 
And miſtreſs of his fire fide, 

Mine ain houſe I like to guide, 
And pleaſe me with the trigging o't. 


Then farewell to my father's houſe, 
I gang where love invites me ; | 
Theſſtricteſt duty this allows, 


When love with honour meets me. 
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When Hymen moulds us into ane, 
My Robie's nearer than my kin, 
And to retuſe him were a ſin, 
Sac lang's he kindly treats me. 
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When Pm in my ain houſe, 
True Jove ſhall be at hand ay, 
To make me ſtill a prudent ſpouſe, 
And let my man. command ay 
Avoiding ilka caule of ſtrife, 
The common peſt of married life, 
That makes anc wearicd of his wife, 


And breaks the kindly band ay. 
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ReTURNn hameward, my heart, again, 
And bide where thou was wont to be, 
Thou art a fool to ſuffer pain 
For love of ane that love not thee. 
My heart, let be fic fantaſie, 
Love only where thou. haſt good cauſe ;; 
Since ſcorn. and liking ne'er agree, 
The fint a crum of thee ſhe faws. 


To what effe& ſhould thou be thrall 2 
Be happy in thine ain free will, 
My heart, be never beſtial, 
But ken wha does thee good or ill, 
At hame with me then tarry ſtill, 
And ſce wha can beſt play their paws, 
And let the filly fling her fill, 
For fint a erum of thee ſhe ſaws. 


. Tho? ſhe be fair I will not ſenzie, 
ſhe*s of a kind with mony mae; 
For why they are a ſellon menzic 
That ſeemeth good and arc not ſacs 
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My heart, take neither ſtart nor wac 


For Meg,.for Marjory, or Mauſe, 


But be thou blyth, and let her gae, 
For fint a crum of thee ſhe faws. | 


Remember, how that Medea 


Wild for a ſight of Jaſon yied, 
Remember how that young Creſſida 
Leſt Troilous for Diomede ; 

Remember Hellen 'as we read, 


Brought Troy from bleſs unto bare wa's : 


Then let her gae where ſhe may ſpecd. 
For fint a crum of thee ſhe faws. 


Becauſe ſhe ſaid I took it ill, 
For her depart my heart was fair 
But was beguil'd; gae where ſhe will, 
Beſhrew the heart that firſt takes care 
But be thou merry late and air, 
This is the final end and clauſe, 
And let her feed and foully fair 
For fint a crum of thee ſhe ſaws. + 


Ne'er dunt again within my breaſt, 


Ne'cr let her flights thy courage ſpill. 


Nor gie a ſob altho' ſhe inceſt, 
She's ſaireſt paid that get's her will 
She gecks as gif I mean'd her ill, 
When ſhe glaicks paughty in her braws ; 
Now let her ſnirt and fyke her fill, 
For fint a crumb of thee ſhe ſaws. 


-'To Mrs E. C. 


Tune, Sae merry as wesbae been. 


Now Phœbus advances on High, 


Nae footſteps of winter are ſeeng 
The birds carrol ſweet in the ey d 


And lambkins dance reels on the green. 
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Through plaintings, and burnies ſac clear, 
We wander for plcaſure and health, 

Where buddings and bloſſoms appear, 
Giving proſpects of joy and wealth. 


View ilka gay ſcene all around, 
That are, and that promiſe to be ; 
Yet in them a' nacthing is found 
Sac perfect, Eliza, as thee. 
Thy cen the clear fountains excel, 
Thy locks they outrival the grove ; 
When zephyrs thus pleaſingly ſwell, 
Ik wave makes a captive to love. 


The roſes and lilies combin'd, 
And flowers of delicate huc, 
By thy check and dear breaſts are outſhin* 
Their tinQures are naething fac true. 
What can we compare with thy voice, 
And what with thy humour ſac ſweet ? 
Nae muſic can bleſs with fic joys ; 
Sure angels arc juſt ſac complete. 


Fair bloſſom of ilka delight, 


Whoſe beauties ten thouſand outſhine. | 


Thy ſweet ſhall be laſting and bright, 
Being mix'd with ſac many divine. 
Ve pow'rs who have given fic charms 
To Eliza your image below, 

O ſave her frae all humane harms ! 
And make her hours happily flow. 


My Dadey forbad, my Minny forbad. 


Wr I think on my lad, 
I ſigh and am A 
For now he is far ſrac me. 


93 


* 
De 
I 


2 O25 6 
Do —_ 


* 
— * — 


r 
2 


. 


nn = — Ce ; 4 2 
P 
- 3 * 

3 1 


4 
2 ” 


. 
- 
2 8 — 


l 
1 


on . ha A _— l 
<P 4 A » 2 


3 > ton” - 


94 A COLLECTION 


My daddy was harſh, 
My minny was warſe, 
That gart him gae yont the ſea, 

Without an eſtate, - | 

That made him leck blate : 
And yet a brave lad is he. 

Gin ſafe he come hame, 

In ſpite of my dame, 

He'll ever be welcome to me. 


Love ſpeers na advice 
Of parents o'cr' wile, © 
That have but ae bairn like me. 
that looks upon cath, 
As nacthing but traſh, 
That ſbakles what ihould be free. 
And tho my dear lad 
Not ge penny had, 
Since qualities better has he ; ; 
A*beit Pm an Heireſs, 
I think it but fair is, 
To love him ſince he loves me. 


Then, my dear Jamie, 
to thy kind Jeanie, 
Haſte, haſte thee in o'er the fea, 
ro her wha can find 
Nae eaſe in her mind, 
Without a blyth ſight of thee. 
tho my daddy forbad, 
And my minny forbad, 
Forbidden I will not be; 
For ſince thou alone 
My favour haſt won, 
Nane elſe ſhall e'er get it for me. 


Yet them T'll not grieve, 
Or without their leave, 
Gre my hand as a wife to thee : 
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Be content with a heart, 
that can never deſert, _ 
Till they ceaſe to oppoſe or be. 
My parents may prove 
Yet friends to our love, 
When our ſirm reſolves they ſee ; 
Then | with pleaſure 
* Will yield up my treaſure, 
And a' that love orders to thee. 


Tune, Steer her up and had her gawn. 


O Steer her up and had her gawn, 
Her mither's at the mill, jo 
But gin ſhe winna tak a man, 
EKe'en let her tak her will, jo, 
Pray thee, lad, leave ſilly thinking, 
Caſt thy cares of love away; | 
Let's our ſorrows drown in drinking, 
tis dafhn langer to delay. 


See that ſhining glaſs of claret. 
Ho invitivgly it looks; 

Take it aff, and let's ha'e mair o't, 
Pox on fighting, trade and books. 
Lets have pleaſure while we're able, 
Bring us in the meikle bowl, 
Place't on the middle of the table, 

And let wind and weather gowl. 


Call the drawer, let him fill it 
Fou, as ever it can hold: 
O tak tent ye dinna ſpill it, 
"Tis mair precious far than gold. 
By you've drunk a dozen bumpers, 
Bacchus will begin to prove, 
Spite of Venus and her Mumpers, 
Drinking better is than love. 
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Clout the Caldron. 
Have you any pots or pans, 
Or any broken Chandlers ? 
I am a tinkler to my trade, | 
And newly come frac Flanders, 
As ſcant of filler as of grace, 
Diſbanded we've a bad run; 
Gar tell the lady of the place, 
Im come to clout her caldron. 
Fa adrie, didle, didle, s 


Madam If you have wark for me, 

I'Il do't to your contentment, 
And dinna care a ſingle flic 

For any man's reſentment ; 

For lady fair, tho? I appear 

To ev'ry ane a tinker ; 
Yet to yourſell Pm bauld to tell, 
I am a. gentle jinker. 

Fa adrie, didle, didle, 


Love Jupiter into a ſwan 
turn'd for his lovely Leda; : 
He like a bull o'er meadows ran, 
To carry aff Europa 
Then may not I as well as he, 
to cheat your Argos blinker, 
And win your love like mighty ove, 
thus hide me in a tinker ? 
Fa adrie, didle, didle, &c. 


Sir, ye appear a cunning man, 
But this fine plot you'll fail in, 
For their is neither pot nor pan 
Of mine you'll drive à nail in. 
Then bind your budget on your back, 
And nails up in your apron, 
For Pve a tinker under tack" 
That's us'd to clout my ealdron. 
Fa adrie, didle, didle, &c. 
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The Marr. Mx. 


Tur malt-man comes on Munday, 
He craves wonder fair, 
Cries, Dame, come gie me my filler, 
Or malt ye ſull ne er get mare 
I took him into the pantry, 
And gave him ſome good cock-broo, 
Syne paid him upon a gantree, 
As hoſtler wives ſhould do. | i 


When malt- men come for ſiller, 
And gaugers with wands o'er ſoon, 
Wives, tak them a* down to the cellar, 
Ann clear them as I have done. 
This bewith, when cunzie is ſcanty, 
Will keep chem frae making din; 
The knack I learn'd frae an auld aunty, 
The ſnackeſt of a' my kin. 


The malt- man is right cunning, 
But I can be as flee, 

And he may crack of his winning, 
When he clears ſcores with me : 
For come when he likes, I'm ready; 

Bur if frac hame ] be, 
Let him wait on our kind lady, 
She'll anſwer a bill tor me. 


Bonny BEss v. 


Tune, 5. Haggies. 


Brssx's beauties ſhine ſac bright, 

Were her many virtues fewer - 
She wal ever give delight, 

And in-tranſport make me view her 
| Vol, I, | y ; 8 
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Bonny Beſſey, thee alanc 

Love, I nacthing elſe about thee; 
With thy comelineſs I'm tance, 
And langer cannot live without thee. 


Beſſy's boſom's ſaſt and warm, 
' Milk white fingers ſtill employ'd; 
He who takes her to. his arm, 
Ot her ſweets can ne'er be eloy'd. 
My dear Beſſy, when the roſes- 
Leave thy check, as thou grows aulder, 
Virtue, which thy mind diſcloſes, 
Will keep love frac growing caulder, 


Beſſy's tocher is but ſcanty. 
Yet her face and ſoul diſcovers 
Theſe inchanting ſweets in plenty 
Muſt entice a thouſand lovers. 
*Tis not money, but a woman 
Of a temper kind and caſy, 
That gives happineſs uncommon, 
Petted things can nought but teaze ye. 


— 


Omnia vincit Amor. 
As I went forth to view the ſpring, 
Which Flora had adorned 
In raiment fair ; now every thing 
The rage of winter ſcorned: 
I caſt mine eye, and did eſpy 
A youth, who made great, clamor ; 
And drawing nigh T heard him cry, 
Ah!] omnia vincit amor. 
Upon his breaſt he lay along, 
Hard by a murm'ring river, 
And mournfully his doleful ſong 
With ſighs he did deliver; 
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Ah! Jeany's face has comely grace, 
Her locks that ſhine like lammer, 

With burning rays have cut my days; - 
For Omnia vincit amor. 


Her glancy cen like comets ſheen, * 
The morning ſun outſhining, 

Have caught my heart in Cupid's net, 
And make me die with pining. 

Durſt J complain, nature's to blame, 
So curiouſly to frame her, 

| Whoſe beautics rare make me with care 

Cry, Omma vincit amor. 


Ye cryſtal ſtreams that ſwiſtly glide, 
Be partners of my mourning, ' 

Ye ſragrant fields and meadows wild, 
Condemn her for her ſcorning : 

Let every tree a witneſs be, 
How juſtly I may blame her ; 

Ye chanting birds, note theſe my words, 
Ah! omma vincit amor, 


Had ſhe been kind as ſhe. was fair, 
She long had been admired, 

And been ador'd for virtues rare, 
Wh? of life now makes me tired. 
Thus ſaid, his breath began to fail. 
He could not ſpeak, but ſtammer; 
He ſigh'd full ſore, and ſaid no more, 

But omnia vincit amor. 


When I obſerv'd him near to death, 
run in haſte to ave him, 
But quickly he reſign'd his breath, 
So deep the wound love gave him. 
Now ſor her ſake this vow, I'll make, 
My tongue ſhall ay defame her, 
While on his herſe I'Il write this verſe, 
Ah! omnia vincit amor. 
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Straight I conſider'd in my mind 

_ Upon the matter rightly, 

And found tho? Cupid he be blind, 
He proves in pith moſt mighty. 

For warlike Mars, and thund'ring Jove, 
And vulcan with his Hammer, 

Did ever prove the ſlaves of love. 

For ommia vincit amor. 


Hence we may ſee th' eſſects of love, 
Which gods and men keep under, 

That nothing can his bonds remove, 
Or torments break aſunder : 

Nor wiſe nor fool, need go to ſchool, 
To learn this from his grammar; 
His heart's the book where he's to look, 

For omnia vincit amor. 


The auld Wiſe beyont the Fire, 
| L 3 

Tur kx was a wiſe won'd in a glen, 
And ſhe had dochters nine or ten, 
That ſought. the houfe baith but and ben 
To their mam a ſniſhing. 

The auld wife beyont the fire, 

7 he auld wife ameſt the fire, 

The auld wife aboon the fire, 

She died for lack of ſnifhing. 


IT, 

Her mill into ſome hole had fawn, 
Whatrecks, quoth ſhe; let it be gawn, 
For I maun hae a young goodman 

Shall furniſh me with ſniſliing. 


The auld wife, &c, 
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And they a piſtol-bullet gat; 
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| III. | 
Her eldeſt dochter ſaid right bauld, 
Fy, mother, mind that now ye're auld 
Fe if ye with a younker wald, 


He'll waſte away your ſniſbing. 
The auld wife, &c. 


IV. 

The youngeſt dochter ga'e a ſhout, 
O mother dear! your teeth's a' out. 
Beſides ha'f blind, you have the gout, 

Your mill can had nae ſniſhing. 

The auld wife, &c. 
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V. 
Ve lied, ye limmers, crics auld mump - 
For I hae baith a tooth and ſtump, 
And will nae langer live in dump, 
By wanting of my ſniſhing. 
The auld wife, &c. 


VI. 
Thole ye, ſays Peg, that Pawky ſlut 
Mother, if ye can crak a nut, 
Then we will a' conſent to it, 
That you ſhall have a ſniſhing, 
The auld wife, &c. 


VII. 
The auld ane did agree to that, 


She powerfully began to crack, 
To win herſell a ſniſhins. 


The auld wife, &c. 


Note, 5ni/hing, in its litera! Meaning, is ſnuff mad: of 
tobacco; but, in this ſong, it means ſometimes con- 
tentmaent, a buſtand, love, money, &c. 
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VIIL. | 


Braw ſport it was to ſee her chow't, 
And 'tween her gums ſac ſqueez and row't, 1 


While frac her jaws the ſlaver flow'd, 


And ay ſlie curs'd poor ſtumpy. 0 
The auld wife, &c. 
\ 
IX. 
At laſt ſhe gae a deſperate ſqueez, 1 
8 Which brak the lang teeth by the neez, 
And ſyne poor ſtumpy was at eaſe, \ 
But ſhe tint hopes of ſniſhing. 
The auld wife, &c. 
B 
She of the taik began to tire, 
And ſrae her dochters did retire, } 
Syne lean'd her down. ayent the fire, 
And died for lack of ſniſhing. þ 
The auld wife, Ke. 
AI. 3 
Ve auld wives notice well this truth, 
Aſſoon as ye'cre paſt mark of mouth, I 
Ne'er do what's only fit for youth, =F 
And leave of thoughts of ſniſhing : = 4 
Elſe, lite this wife ayont the fire, a 
Teer bairns againſt you will conſpire ; I 
Nor will ye get unleſs ye hire, 
A young man with your ſmſhing. : 
| CEE I 
PII never love thee more. 
T 


My dear and only love I pray, _ : 
That little world of thee, | J 
Be govern'd by no other ſway, 
But pureſt monarchy : 
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For if confuſion have a part, 
Which virtuous fouls abhor, 

Pl call a ſynod in my heart. 
And never love the more. 

As Alexander I will reign, 
And I will reign alone, 

My thoughts did evermore diſdain 
A-rival on my throne. 
He either fears his fate too much, 

Or his deſerts are ſmall, - 
Who dares not put it to the touch, 
to gain or loſe it all. 


But T will reign and gevern ſtill, 
And always give the law, 
And have each ſubje& at my will, 
And all to ſtand in awe : 
But 'gainſt my batt'ries if I find 
thou ſtorm or vex me lore, 
As if thou ſet me as à blind, 
I'll never love thee more. 
And in the empire of my heart, 
Where I ſhould foly be, 
If others do pretend a part, 
Or dares to ſhare with me; 
Or committees if thou erect, 
Or go on ſuch a ſcore, 
I' ſmiling mock at thy negle&, 
And never love thee more. 


But if no ſaithleſs action ſtain 
Thy love and conſtant word, 

Fl make the famous by my pen, 
And glorious by my ſword. 

JI ſerve thee in ſuch noble ways, 
As ne'er was known before: 

_ Pl deck and crown thy head with bays, 

And love thee more and more, 
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The BLackBirD. 


Uyox a ſair morning, for ſoſt recreation, 
I heard a fair lady was making her moan, 
With ſighing and ſobbing, and fad lamentation, 
Saying, my blackbird moſt royal is flown, 
My thoughts they deceive me, 
RefleRions do grieve me, 
Ane I am o'er burden'd with fad miſery ; 
| Yet if death ſhoald blind me, 
As true love inclines me 5 
My blackbird I'II ſeck out, wherever he be. 


Once in fair England my blackbird did flouriſh, 
He was the chief flower that in it, did ſpring ; 
Prime ladies of honour his perſon did nourilh, 
Becauſe he was the true ſon of a king: 
But ſince that falſe fortune, 
Which ſtill is uncertain, | 
Has cauſed' this parting between him and me 
His name I'll advance 
In Spain and in France, 
And ſeck out my blackbird wherever he be. 
7 
The birds of the foreſt all met 8 


The tortle has choſen to dwell with the dove; 


And J am reſolv'd, in foul or ſair weather, 
Once in the ſpring to ſeek out my love 
He's all my heart's treaſure; 

| My joy and my pleaſure ; 

And juſtly (my love) my heart follows thee, 
Who art conſtant and kind, 

And couragious of mind, 

All bliſs on my blackbird wherever he be. 


In Konkind my blackbird and I were together, 
Where he was fill noble and gen'rous of heart: 
Ah! wo to the time that firſt he went thither, 
Alas! he was forc'd from thence to departs 
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In Scotland he's deem'd, 
And highly eſteem'd, 
In England he ſeemeth a ſtranger to be; 
Yet his fame {hall remain 
In France and in Spain; 
All bliſs to my blackbird, where ever he be. 


What if the fowler my Blackbird has taken 
Then ſighing and ſobbing will be all my tune; 
But if he is ſafe, I'll not be forfaken, 
And hope yet to ſee him in May or in June. 
For him through the fire, 
Through mud and through mire, 
I'll go: for 1 love him to ſuch a degree, 
Who 1s conſtant and kind, 
And noble of mind, 
Deſerving all bleſſings, wherever he be. 


It is not the ocean can fright me with danger, 
Nor though, like a pilgrim, I wander forlorn, 

I may meet with friendihip of one is a ſtranger, 
More than of one that in Briton is born. 


I pray heaven ſo ſpacious, / 
To Britain be gracious, 
Tho? ſome there be odious to baith hirf and me 
Yet joy and renown, 
And laurels ſhall crown 


My Blackbird with honour, wherever he be. 


Tak your auld cloak about ye. 


In winter when the rain rain'd cauld, 
And froſt and ſnaw ou ilka hill, 

And Boreas, with his blaſts ſac bald, 
Was threat'ning a' our ky to kill: 

Then Bell, my wife, wha loves na ſtrife, 
She ſaid to me right haſtily, 

Get up, goodman, ſave Cromy's life, 
And tak your auld cloak about ye. 
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My Cromie is an uſefull cow, 
And ſhe is come of a good kine 
Aft has ſhe wet the bairns mon, 


And I am Jaith that ſhe ſhou'd tyne ; 


Get up, goodman, it is ſou tyne ; 

The fun ſhines in the lift ſae high; 
Sloth never made a gracious end: 
Go tak your auld cloak about ye. 


My cloak was anes a good grey cloak, 
When it was fitting for my bear; 
But now it's ſeantly worth a groat, 
For I have worn't thefe thirty year: 
Let's ſpend the gear that we have won ; 
We little ken the day we'll die: 
Then I'll be proud, ſince I have ſworn 
To have a new cloak about me. 


In days when. our king Robert rang, 
Liis trews they coſt but ha'f a crown; 
He ſaid, they were a groat o'cr dear, 
And call'd the taylor thief and loun. 
He was the king that wore the erown, 
And thou'rt a man of laigh degree; 
Tis pride puts & the country down, 
Sae tak thy auld cloak. about thec. 


Every land has its ain langh, 
Ilk kind of corn it has its hool ; 
I think the warld is a' run wrang, 
When ilka wife her man wad rule. 
Do ye not ſee Rob, Jock, and Hab, 
As they are girded gallantly, 
While I fit hurklen in the aſe ? 
I'll have a new cloak about me. 


Goodman, I wat its thirty years 
Since we did ane anither ken; 
And we have had between us twa, 


Of lads and bonny laſſes ten: 
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Now they arc women grown and men, 

I with and pray well may they be; * 
And if you prove a good huſband, 

E'en tak your auld cloak about ye. 
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Bell, my wife, ſhe loves na ſtrife ; 
But ſhe wad guide me, if the can, 
And to mantain an ealy life, 
I aft maun yield though 'm goodman, 
Nought's to be won at woman's hand, 
Unleſs ye give her all the plea ; 
Then PH leave aff where I began, 
And tak my auld cloak about me, 


The Quadruple Alliance. 
Tune, Jacky Baytb and gay. 


Swirr, Sandy, Voung, and Gay, 
Are ſtill my heart's delight, 
I ſing their ſangs by day, 
And read their tales at night. 
If frac their books I be, 
Tis dulneis then with me; 
But when theſe ſtars appear, 
1 Jokes, ſmiles, and wit ſhine clear. 


1 


* Swift, with uncommon ſtyle, 
And wit that flows with caſe, 
Inſtructs us with a ſmile, 

And never fails to pleaſe. 
Bright Sandy gladly ſings 
Of heroes, gods, and kings : 
He well deſerves the bays, 
And ev'ry Briton's praiſe. 
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While thus our Homer (lines, 
Young with [oratan flame, 
Corrects theſe falſe deſigns 
We pulli 1 in love of fame. | 
Blyth Gay, in pawky ſtrains. 
Makes villains, clowns, and ſwains 
Reprove with biting leer, 
Thoſe in a higher ſphere. 


Swiſt, Sandy, Young, and Gay, 

Long may you give delight; 

Let all the dunces bray, 

You're far above their ſpite : 
Such from a malice ſour, 
Write nonſenſe lame and poor, 
Which never con ſucceed, 

For who the traſh will read? 


Tus ExD or Tus FIRST VoLUME., 


